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Ranza  and  Other  Rhythms 


Work  without  thought  of  Jortune  or  of  glory. 

Fly  to  the  moon  in  fancy  if  you  wish. 
Write  not  a  word  that  comes  not  from  your  heart 

And  still  be  modest.     Tell  yourself,  "  my  child, 
Content  yourself  with  fruit  and  flowers — nay,  leaves- 

If  you  have  gathered  them  in  your  own  garden." 

— ROSTAND. 
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Ranzaand  other   Rhythms 


THE   WHITE    NUN 

WITHIN  the  cloistered  convent  walls, 

Where  grey-robed  sisters  kneel  to  pray 
Whene'er  the  sun's  last  shadow  falls 

Upon  the  cross,  at  close  of  day  ; 
One  Bister  as  she  bent  her  head, 

To  say  aloud  her  evening  plea, 
Began  to  dry  her  tears  instead 

And  softly  tell  her  rosary. 

"  O  Christ,  keep  Thou  from  sin  and  shame,' 

The  nuns  began,  "  This  peaceful  cell 
Wherein  Thy  brides  invoke  Thy  name 

And  in  retreat  and  shelter  dwell ; 
Save  Thou  our  minds  from  worldly  thought, 

Our  hearts  preserve  in  purity, 
That  we  may  love  Thee  as  we  ought  "   .  . 

The  White  Nun  told  her  Rosary. 


12  THE    WHITE    NUN 

"  And  this  our  sister  clad  in  white," 

The  nuns  went  on,  "  Help  her  endute 
Novitiate  throughout  the  night 

And  keep  her  in  Thy  love  secure, 
Until  when  morning  light  shall  break, 

She  comes  Thy  happy  bride  to  be, 
Renouncing  all  for  Thy  dear  sake  "  .  .  . 

The  White  Nun  told  her  Rosary. 

"  Man's  love  she  shall  desire  no  more, 

Nor  baby  hands  her  soul  entwine, 
Forgetting  all  that  went  before 

In  ecstasy  at  being  Thine 
She  shall  despise  the  foolish  ways 

Of  all  who  vain  and  worldly  be 
And  consecrate  to  Thee  her  days  "... 

The  White  Nun  told  her  Rosary. 

A  tear-drop  trickling  down  her  cheek 

And  falling  on  the  silver  cross 
So  eloquently  seemed  to  speak 

Reminiscent  of  greater  loss ; 
It  filled  her  heart  with  deep  distress, 

Not  for  the  Christ  upon  the  tree, 
But  for  a  lost  love's  fond  caiess  .  .  . 

Again  she  told  her  Rosary. 


THE    WHITE    NUN  13 

The  lover  she  had  hoped  to  wed 

Was  sailing  now  for  Southern  seas, 
"  Goodbye  for  ever,"  he  had  said, 

And  disappeared  among  the  trees. 
For  she  had  thought  it  wi?e  to  choose 

A  holy  bride  of  Christ  to  be, 
Than  love  on  earth  and  Heaven  to  lose  .  .  . 

She  fingered  with  her  Rosary. 

She  felt  again  the  burning  look 

With  which  he  searched  her  very  soul, 
And  holy  things  her  heart  forsook 

Before  the  bell  had  ceased  to  toll  ; 
Even  when  she  reached  her  cell,  his  face 

Was  in  the  pale  calcedony 
Built  high  around  the  holy  place,  .  .  . 

She  threw  aside  her  Rosary. 

"  His  voice  was  like  the  vesper  bell, 

His  eyes  were  blue  and  full  of  fire, 
His  love  so  deep  he  could  not  tell 

The  strength  and  warmth  of  his  desire. 
O  Christ  !     This  house  but  seems  the  gate 

To  dark  and  dread  Gethsemane  ! 
Why  have  I  entered  here  so  late  ?  "   ... 

She  clutched  again  her  Rosary. 


14  THE    WHITE    NUN 

When  morning  broke,  the  nuns  in  grey 

Came  down  to  feast  the  nuptial  vows, 
And  every  face  appeared  as  gay 

As  convent  light  and  life  allows 
Their  joy  soon  turned  to  grief  and  loss, 

For  none  the  Sister  White  could  see, 
But  hung  upon  the  Altar  Cross 

They  found  a  broken  Rosary. 


BREAK    O'    DAY 

HARK  !     Hark  ! 
The  meadow  lark 
With  pure  and  silvery  note 
Breaking  her  heart  with  her  throat*! 
How  passionately  plaintive  is  the  lay 
With  which  she  welcomes  in  this  new-born  day  ! 
Akin,  her  song,  to  that  my  soul  shall  sing 
When  it  from  scenes  of  earth  hath  taken  wing, 
When  forth  from  out  the  cage  it  goes, 

To  where, — God  knows, 
O  Lark  !     If  I  like  you  could  be — 

Without  eternity, 

Would  I,  too,  make  this  life  replete 
With  music  sweet  ? 


SLEEP    SONG 

SLEEP  !    Sleep ! 

The  stars  of  God  are  burning 
To  guide  thy  spirit  to  the  isle  of  rest. 

Sleep  !     Sleep  ! 
The  tide  of  life  is  turning 

And  waves  of  light  ebb  slowly  down  the  West 
A  little  heart-break  for  the  conscience  burning, 

A  little  rocking  on  the  tranquil  deep, 
A  little  song  at  eve'  to  soothe  thy  yearning, 

Then  sleep  !     Sleep  ! 

Sleep  !     Sleep  ! 

The  day  was  full  of  sorrow 
But  now  'tis  far  away  across  the  hill, 

Sleep  !     Sleep  ! 
And  all  the  cries  that  harrow 

Will  sink,  and  faint,  and  fall,  till  all  is  still  ; 
A  little  dream  of  happy  days  to  borrow, 

A  little  tryst  with  dear  ones  dead  to  keep, 
A  little  strength  to  face  the  stern  to-morrow, 

So  sleep  !     Sleep  ! 
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Sleep  !     Sleep  ! 

The  birds  are  homeward  winging, 
Thou  art  a  child  ;  so  little  dost  thou  know, 

Sleep  !     Sleep  ! 
The  angel  hands  are  bringing 

Some  heavenly  balm  to  soothe  thy  care  and  woe  : 
A  little  vesper  in  the  chapel  singing, 

A  little  sheaf  of  memory  to  reap, 
A  little  tightening  of  the  burdens  clinging 

In  sleep  !     Sleep  ! 

Sleep  !     Sleep  ! 

Forget  thine  own  heart's  aching, 
The  world  is  full  of  tragedy  and  pain, 

Sleep  !     Sleep  ! 
For  other  hearts  are  breaking, 

The  new-born  day  shall  bring  thee  hope  again : 
A  little  time  thy  sore  distress  forsaking, 

A  little  closing  of  the  eyes  that  weep, 
A  little  comfort  in  the  knowledge  taking, 

God  doth  not  sleep  ! 


LULLABY 

LITTLE  gleam  of  sunlight, 

Little  baby  new, 
Little  bit  of  love-light, 

From  the  heavens  blue  ; 
On  your  angel  birthday, 

Fell  from  out  your  nest, 
Just  to  spend  an  earth-day, 

Warm  upon  my  breast. 

All  my  being  yearning 

For  a  babe  divine, 
Ah  !     Your  lips  are  burning, 

Little  love  of  mine  ! 
Peeping  through  the  starlight, 

Mother  you  could  see 
Waiting  in  the  far-light, 

Then  you  came  to  me. 

God  is  in  your  eyes,  dear, 

Christ  is  born  anew, 
This  my  Paradise,  dear, 

Sitting  here  with  you. 
Hark !  the  bells  are  ringing 

Out  across  the  snow, 
How  my  heart  is  singing, 

Love,  you  cannot  know. 
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TWIN    SONGS 

Dawn. 

BIRDS  waking, 
Songs  making, 

New  day  is  born  ; 
Sun  peeping, 
Moon  sleeping, 

Lo  !     It  is  morn. 

Dark. 

Backs  aching, 
Hearts  breaking, 

Gleams  of  starlight, 
Eyes  dosing, 
Flowers  closing, 

Lo  !     It  is  night. 
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REQUEST 

COME  to  me  not  when  only  sun  is  shining 

And  all  the  world  is  full  of  light  and  joy, 
Come  to  me  also  when  I  am  repining 

And  cares  and  sorrows  harass  and  annoy, 
For  thou  art  love  and  with  thee  close  beside  me 

No  cloud  can  over-shade  or  care  infest, 
And  with  thee  near,  I  feel  whate'er  betide  me 

I  have  a  haven  in  thy  tender  breast. 

Come  to  me,  darling,  in  the  evening  twilight, 

When  day  is  done  and  birds  have  home- ward  flown, 
When  friends  who  fain  were  with  me  in  the  daylight 

Have  left  me  in  my  solitude  alone. 
Tis  then  I  need  thy  love  and  thy  caresses, 

Tis  then  I  know  how  dear  thou  art  to  me, 
When  all  the  woes  of  life  and  love's  distresses 

Are  banished  in  solicitude  for  thee. 
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RAIN 

RED  and  blue  and  purple  cloud 

Down  the  West  a' sailing, 
Silver  slopes  of  roof  a'smoke, 

Voice  of  rain  awailing  ; 
Every  dull  and  dingy  street 

Fair  and  gleaming  river, 
Each  a  shining  waterway, 

In  the  moonbeam's  quiver. 

Soft  the  tang  upon  the  pane, 

Air  of  fragrant  sweetness  ; 
Violets,  their  tiny  heads 

Raised  in  life's  completeness  : 
Speaking  to  the  soul  in  me 

Like  a  weeping  lover, 
Striking  chords  of  sympathy 

All  the  wide  world  over. 

Rain,  in  drops  of  crystal  pearl, 

Wake  the  town  this  morning, 
Rippled  shafts  of  rainbow  gleam, 

Every  glen  a'dorning  : 
Like  a  well  within  the  waste 

Keep  the  tears  a' flowing, 
Till  we  see  on  field  and  fen 

Eden  blooms  a'blowing. 
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RESOLUTION 

I  SEE  so  much  around  me  of  pretence 
And  sham,  and  many  Christian  men  persue 

Hypocrisy,  lest  I  too  give  offence, 
Resolved  :— I  will  be  TRUE. 

1  see  so  much  of  men's  iniquity, 

In  what  poor  fallen  women  must  endure, 

That  when  the  painted  harlot  speaks  to  me, 
Resolved  :— I  will  be  PURE. 

I  hear  such  tones  of  harshness  and  contempt 
And  see  that  men  through  all  the  world  are  blind 

To  other's  virtues,  that  I  be  exempt, 
Resolved  :— I  will  be  KIND. 

I  see  so  many  falter  on  the  road 
A' winding  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 

That  I  may  help  to  bear  some  weakling's  load, 
Resolved :— I  will  be  BRAVE. 

I  know  by  what  I  taste,  how  sweet  is  sin, 

And  were  it  not  for  Christ,  drink  deeply  would  ; 

But  that  a  righteous  heritage  I  win, 
Resolved  :— I  will  be  GOOD. 
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REFLECTION 

WHEN  I  was  but  a  babe,  my  mind 
Defied  the  Universal  plan, 

And  I  was  always  half  inclined 
To  think  myself  a  man. 

But  I  have  come  to  man's  estate, 
And  I  have  been  by  sin  defiled, 

I  wonder  is  it  now  too  late 
To  say,  "  I  am  a  child  "  ? 
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'  COMMON-FOLK  ' 

"  JUST  common  folk,"  'twas  this  she  said, 
As  high  she  tossed  her  dainty  head, 
"  O  how  I  wish  they  all  were  dead, 

Those  common  folk." 

"  For  in  my  carriage  every  day, 
I  see  them  step  across  my  way 
And  at  my  gates  they  beg  and  pray, 

These  common  folk." 

She  draws  her  skirt  and  turns  around 
With  scorn,  towards  the  crowd  that  found 
Her  walking  on  the  self-same  ground, 

As  "  common  "  folk. 

"  O  for  a  world  select  and  fair, 
Ye  Gods,  give  ear  unto  my  prayer, 
That  I  might  not  encounter  there 

These  common  folk  !  " 

"  Just  common  folk  "  is  what  she  said, 
Twas  only  leave  to  earn  our  bread 
We  asked,  but  then  she  wished  us  dead, 

Us  "  common  "  folk. 
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'COMMON-FOLK'  25 

She  saw  that  we  were  poorly  clad, 
She  knew  we  were  not  wholly  bad, 
Ideals  and  aspirations  had 

The  "  common  "  folk. 

And  yet  she  turned  us  from  her  door, 
Forbade  us  there  to  enter  more, 
And  made  despairing,  sad,  and  sore, 

The  "  common  "  folk. 

Suppose  you  wish  to  know  her  name, 
That  you  may  glory  in  the  shame 
Of  one  who  did  her  best  to  lame 

The  "  common  "  folk. 

Well,  look  about  from  day  to  day, 
And  soon  or  late  she'll  come  your  way, 
You'll  know  her  when  you  hear  her  say 

"  What  '  common  '  folk." 

Society — of  Upper  Ten, 

— Is  her  correct  address,  and  when 

You  do  not  fall  and  worship,  then 

You're  "  common  "  folk. 

"  Just  common  folk  "  we  do  not  fit 
Her  scheme  of  things,  perhaps,  but  it 
Is  good  to  know  in  hell  she'll  sit 

With  "  common  "  folk. 


THE   GREAT   LOVER 

THERE  is  love  in  the  nest  of  the  birds  in  the  trees, 
There  is  love  in  the  song  that  is  borne  on  the  breeze, 
There  is  love  in  the  heart  of  the  maiden  who  sleeps, 
There  is  love  in  the  tear  of  the  lover  who  weeps, 
And  love  in  the  vale  where  the  primroses  grow, 
And  love  in  the  glen  where  the  swift  waters  flow. 
And  love  in  the  town  where  the  lights  are  agleam, 
And  love  in  the  shade  of  some  happy  day  dream  ; 
And  so  in  the  nest  and  the  song  and  the  heart, 
The  tear  and  the  vale  and  the  glen  and  the  mart, 
Is  God  who  is  Love,  let  us  go  where  we  will, 
We  find  the  Great  Lover  shall  follow  us  still. 
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HOPE 

Sweet  child, 

No  song  that  voice  of  mine  can  sing  thee, 
Could  tell  thee  how  I  love  this  soul  of  thine. 
But  would  some  laik  from  out  the  heavens  wing  thee 
A  Song  divine. 

Then  thou  should'st  leain 

The  tender  love  I  bear  thee  ; 

And  if,  perchance,  mine  eyes  their  love  may  show, 
Or  if,  in  words,  I  to  the  rose  compare  thee, 
Then  thou  shalt  know. 

For  every  bird  that  soars  and  sings  above  thee 

And  every  beam  of  light  upon  thee  cast, 
Proclaim  to  me  thou  may'st,  because  I  love  thee, 
Be  mine  at  last. 
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THE   FIVE   SENSES 
(To  Margaret  Richmond  Craig.) 

I  LOVE  to  see  the  children  play 
And  sport  and  frolic  every  day, 
Sweet  boys  and  little  maidens  gay 
So  bright  and  ever-smiling. 

I  love  to  hear  the  children  sing, 
To  welcome  in  the  sunny  Spring, 
They  make  the  woods  and  meadows  ring 
The  happy  hours  beguiling. 

I  love  to  touch  the  little  hands 
That  braid  the  daises  into  bands 
And  build  toy-castles  on  the  sands, 
I  watch  them  late  and  early. 

I  love  to  taste  the  little  cake 
That  baby  hands  presumed  to  make 
And  feign  to  love  it,  for  her  sake, 
My  little  blue-eyed  girlie. 

28 
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I  love  to  smell  the  roses  sweet 
That  grow  on  little  graves  so  neat, 
The  roses  may  be  baby-feet, 

And  "  bairns  "  be  every  blossom. 


I  love  the  children,  Heaven  shed 
A  light  around  each  curly  head 
And  guardian  angels  watch  the  bed 
Of  every  little  man  and  maid ! 


TWILIGHT 

SOMETIMES  when  in  the  firelights  glow  I  dream 
And  see  thy  face  before  me  in  the  gleam, 
'Tis  then  my  sad  heart  urges  me  to  tell 
That  I  have  loved  chee  well. 

And  sometimes,  in  my  dream,  it  seems  to  me 
Thy  spirit  is  responsive  to  my  plea, 
And  comes  the  answer  from  those  lips  of  thine 
That  I  may  call  thee  mine. 

Then  as  thy  fleeting  vision  dies  away, 
Out  through  my  latticed  window  with  the  day, 
I  rise,  awake,  and  wide  the  casement  fling 
That  I  may  hear  thee  sing. 


LIFE'S    LITTLE    DAY 

A  LITTLE  sigh,  a  little  cry, 

A  little  babe  has  come  to  stay. 
A  little  man,  a  little  plan, 

A  little  push  along  the  way, 
A  little  tear,  a  little  fear, 

A  little  laughter  now  and  then, 
A  little  blame,  a  little  shame, 

A  little  mother's  arms  again. 

A  little  kiss,  a  little  bliss, 

A  little  lightening  of  the  load, 
A  little  glove,  a  little  love, 

A  little  helper  on  the  road, 
A  little  spite,  a  little  slight, 

A  little  slackening  of  the  pace, 
A  little  spurt,  a  little  hurt, 

A  little  shadow  on  the  face. 

A  little  gain,  a  little  pain, 
A  little  sorrow  hard  to  bear, 

A  little  loss,  a  little  cross, 
A  little  lock  of  golden  hair. 
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32  LIFE'S    LITTLE    DAY 

A  little  health,  a  little  wealth, 
A  little  gold  amid  the  grey, 

A  little  win,  a  little  sin, 
A  little  time  to  while  away. 

A  little  hour,  a  little  power, 
A  little  moment  all  alone, 

A  little  name,  a  little  fame, 
A  little  star-gleam  on  a  stone, 


ENID    KATHLEEN 

(On  her  Birthday] 

BLUE  velvet  and  a  red  blush  rose, 
Dark  tresses  and  a  fair  young  face, 

There, — tripping  off  to  school  she  goes, 
Waving  her  handkerchief  of  Irish  lace. 

Hair  floating  in  the  summer  wind, 
Hat  ribboned  in  a  deep  sea-green. 

Frock  pleated  and  a  sash  entwined 

Round  her  little  bodice  in  a  purple  sheen. 

Birds  flitting  through  the  tall  sweet  grass, 
Now  happy  in  the  long  day  here, 

Sing  gaily  when  they  see  her  pass, 

Pretty  little  maiden  in  her  sixteenth  year. 

Blown  kisses  on  a  raven  tress, 
Flower  fragrant  in  its  early  dew, 

Kind  memory  of  a  fond  caress, 

Pleasant  recollection,  little  Love,  of  you 
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SPRING 

The  woods  are  alive  with  the  murmur  and  rustle  of 

Spring, 
The  feathers  are  fresh  on  the  silvery  breast  of  the 

dove, 
The  little  white  cloudlets  are  floating  like  birds  on  the 

wing, 
And  Nature  is  softly  announcing  the  season  of  love. 

The  beautiful  meadow  of  grasses  is  covered  with  dew, 
The  tears  on  the  lilies  have  banished  the  finger  of 
frost, 

The  winds  of  the  wilderness  whispering  softly  of  you, 
Re-echo  the  past  and  remind  me  of  what  I  have  lost. 

The  roses  that  bloom  on  the  quivering  branch  of  the 

briar, 

The  lotus,  the  daffodil,  yellow  and  purple  and  green, 
Awaken  a  memory,  burning  the  being  with  fire, 
Recalling  the  passionate  joys  of  the  days  that  have 
been. 

Ah,  love  !     I  have  lingered  in  loneliness  all  the  night 

long, 

And  weariness  lies  like  a  fever  of  fret  on  my  brow  ; 
Wherever  you  are,  be  it  borne  on  the  wings  of  my 

song, 

I  need  you,  I  love  you,  I  long  for  you,  Come  to  me 
now. 
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REST   IN    LABOUR 

LIVE  not  the  Idle  life  :  one  cannot  borrow 

From  out  to-morrow's  store  the  lost  to-day, 
The  afterwards  may  creeping  come,  with  soirow, 

And  bring  to  mind  the  moments  now  away  ; 
Lost  in  the  dimmest  distance  of  a  day-dream, 

Gone  down  into  the  grave  of  night  at  mom, 
Those  precious  little  moments  we  have  wasted, 

We  did  not  deem  their  worth  when  they  were  born 
And  yet  I  think  that  on  Life's  curtain  falling, 

We,  in  an  agony  of  bitter  tears, 
May  on  those  moments  lost  be  vainly  calling, 

To  compensate  to  God,  for  wasted  years. 
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A   LETTER 

I  KNEW  when  first  I  met  thee,  sweet, 
Thou  wert  mine  own  soul's  counterpart. 

Because  of  this  I  did  entreat, 
"  Give  me  thy  heart." 

We  lived  as  strangers  for  a  spell, 

And  whilst  thou  prayed  thy  God  above, 

I,  in  my  passion,  tried  to  tell 
How  great  my  love. 

Beset  with  doubts  and  trembling  fears, 
Thou  did'st  the  hardest  part  endure, 

And  lived  in  anguish  and  in  tears 
Till  thou  wast  sure. 

At  length,  thy  heart  was  turned  me  towards. 
Thy  kiss  was  warm  upon  my  cheek 

As  thou  in  silence  looked  the  words 
Thou  could'st  not  speak. 

And  I,  my  darling,  could  but  rest, 
With  tear-drops  starting  from  my  eyes, 

My  head  upon  thy  tender  breast 
In  glad  surprise 
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How  could  I  tell  how  pleased  I  was  ? 

How  could  I  keep  mine  ardour  cool  ? 
I  wept  in  silent  joy  because 

My  heart  was  full. 

Dear  little  mind  with  thoughts  profound, 
Dear  little  arms  that  me  embrace, 

Dear  little  love  that  in  mine  found 
Its  sunshine  place. 

O  heart  of  mine,  I  love  thee  more, 
Now  thou  hast  told  me  how  forlorn 

Thou  wast  those  dreary  days  before 
Thy  love  was  born. 

My  darling  one,  that  sweet  wild  rose, 
I  plucked  from  off  the  way-side  briar 

And  gave  to  thee,  began,  God  knows, 
This  holy  fire. 

Thy  gentle  heart  was  slow  to  move, 
But  thou  wast  right  to  wait  until 

The  overwhelming  seas  of  love 
Thy  soul  did  fill. 

And,  little  girl,  God  help  me  keep 
That  rose  a'bloom,  while  seasons  pass, 

Till  side  by  side  we  lie  asleep 
Beneath  the  grass. 


ROUNDEL 

FLY  !     Swift  swallow  upon  the  wing, 

Bird  of  the  breeze  and  the  summer  sky, 
'Ere  the  cold  winter  the  frost  doth  bring, 

Fly! 

Over  the  town  and  the  tree  tops  high, 

Over  the  clouds  where  the  angels  sing, 
Speed  'ere  the  gladness  of  summer  die, 


Back  where  the  woods  and  the  meadows  ring, 
And  the  snow  on  the  hills  has  ceased  to  lie, 
And  the  air  is  alive  with  the  noise  of  Spring, 

Fly! 
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THE    BROTHERHOOD    OF    MAN 

Count  Tolstoi,  when  asked  by  a  beggar  /or  alms, 
replied,  "  Brother,  I  have  naught  to  give  thee."  "  Sire," 
replied  the  beggar,  "  Thou  hast  given  me  more  than 
they  all,  thou  hast  called  me  '  Brother.'  " 

HE  called  me  '  Brother,' 

I  had  asked  for  alms  to  buy  a  crust  of  bread, 
As  I  sat  within  the  Coursal, 

Where  the  busy  footsteps  tread 
Daily  to  and  fro  beside  me, 

With  the  blue  sky  overhead 
And  a  heart  within  my  bosom 

Heavy  as  a  piece  of  lead, 
'  Brother  I  have  naught  to  give  thee,' 

Were  the  words  he  kindly  said, 
For  the  '  brother,'  God  Almighty, 

Tears  of  thankful  joy  I  shed. 
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40    THE  BROTHERHOOD  OF  MAN 

He  called  me  '  Brother,' 

Stood  I  there  and  did  I  hear  him  speak  aright  ? 
Or  was  I  dreaming  of  a  land 

Where  flowers  of  kindliness  bedight 
Poor  stricken  creatures  such  as  I 

Who  never  know  the  gift  of  sight, 
Who  never  saw  a  fellow-man 

And  blindly  walk  perpetual  night  ? 
Called  me  '  brother/  is  it  true  ? 

Then  even  darkness  may  be  light, 
Dear  God,  I've  got  a  '  Brother ' 

And  my  very  blinded  life  is  bright ! 

He  called  me  '  Brother,' 

After  all  it  wasn't  very  hard  to  say, 
But  then  'tis  not  a  common  thing 

For  folk  to  speak  in  such  a  way 
To  such  a  man  as  I, 

More  often  on  my  back  a  burden  lay 
And  bitter  tears  they  draw 

From  out  my  sightless  eyes  most  every  day, 
They  never  call  me  '  Brother,' 

And  I  often  wonder  how  they  pray 
'  Our  Father,' 

O,  the  explanations  needing  on  the  Judgment 
Day! 


LOVE'S   LONGING 

COME  to  me,  darling,  in  my  dreams 
And  touch  me  with  thy  finger-tips 

As  gently  as  the  pale  moon's  beams 
Caress  the  sea  with  lover's  lips. 

Thy  dusky  hair  around  me  twine 
And  tie  the  knot  behind  my  head, 

So  bind  me  to  that  form  of  thine  ; 
The  woes  of  life  shall  then  be  sped. 

An  angel  from  the  land  of  sleep, 

Shalt  thou,  to  soothe  my  sorrows,  be  ; 

With  me  thy  loving  tryst  to  keep, 
And  charm  away  despondency. 

For  as  I  seek  repose,  the  brain 

Refused  to  be  lulled  to  rest, 
Until  it  feels  the  throb  again 

Of  that  dear  freart  within  thy  breast. 

And  longing  foi  thee  all  the  day 

Hath  caused  a  tumult  worse  than  war 

To  rage  in  thought,  while  fancies  play 
With  what  you  do  and  where  you  are. 

So  come,  my  darling,  as  of  old, 
Thy  kiss,  with  ecstasy,  shall  thrill 

My  heart,  in  cares  and  pain,  grown  cold  ; 
Come  !  if  thou  carest  for  me  still. 


MY   CHUM 

WHEN  he  was  young  and  strong 

Untouched  by  love, 

He  went  the  pace  and 

Let  the  money  fly  ; 

Self  confident  and  proud 

As  God  above, 

The  centre  of  his  Universe  an  "  I." 

But  when  he  came  athwart 

The  place  in  life, 
Where  love  all  selfishness 

Did  disallow, 
By  planting  in  his  path 

A  future  wife, 
The  Universe  was  charged  by  one  word 

"  Thou." 

Then  in  those  months  of 

Honeymooning  bliss, 
While  every  hour  was  filled 

With  ecstasy, 
As  oft'  she  bent  her  head 

To  meet  his  kiss 
The  little  word  he  loved  the  most  was 

"  We." 

42 


MY    CHUM  43 

And  now,  in  times  own  fulness 

When  he  sees 
His  little  son  and  daughter 

At  their  play, 
With  me,  his  friend  and  comrade, 

He  agrees 
The  grandest  word  of  all  the  four  is 

"  They." 


A  PRAYER  FOR  THE  GIRL  I  LOVE 

A  prayer  for  the  giil  I  love, — 

God  love  her  ! 

A  prayer  that  the  rose  in  her  dear  child-heart 
May  root  in  the  vein  where  the  tear  drops  start, 
And  the  blossoms  come  out  on  her  tender  cheeks, 
And  the  fragrance  exale  when  she  laughs  or  speaks, 
And  the  dew-drops  of  pearl  from  its  tiny  core 
Express  in  her  eyes  that  she  loves  me  more. 
The  Girl  I  love- 
God  love  her  ! 

A  prayer  for  the  girl  I  love, — 

God  love  her  ! 

That  the  kiss,  which  she  pressed  with  her  two  red  lips 
In  a  passion  of  love  on  my  finger  tips, 
May  seal  till  we  go  to  our  sunshine-place 
The  vows  that  were  made  in  that  fond  embrace, 
That  she  know  in  her  soul  that  she  has  my  heart 
And  never  can  I  from  her  side  depart. 
The  girl  I  love — 

God  love  her  ! 
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A  prayer  for  the  girl  I  love — 

God  love  her  ! 

That  no  longer  she  face  the  cold  world  alone, 
But  together  we  set  for  the  Great  Unknown, 
With  our  arms  intertwined  till  at  last  we  lie 
In  the  sweet  warm  earth,  my  girl  and  I, 
And  the  emerald  sods  on  her  breast  lie  light 
When  I  whisper,  '  Good-night,  beloved,  Good-night/ 
The  girl  I  love, — 

God  love  her ! 


BEFORE   DAWN 

I  wake  ; 

Perhaps  I  am  still  dreaming  ; 
Is  this  a  bed? 
Yes,  I  can  feel  the  pillow  ; 
I  can  see  the  coverlet  ; 
And  there,  out  through  the  window, 

the  stars. 

Moonlight ! 
Am  I  alive  ? 

Is  it  possible  that  in  the  night 
Realities  have  faded 

And  nought  but  shades  remain  ? 

I  move  ;  arise  ; 
Cross  to  the  casement 
And  fling  aside  the  snowy  lace 
That  veils  the  face 
Of  the  crescent  moon. 
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BEFORE    DAWN  47 

A  shadow  on  the  floor  ; 
A  shooting  meteor  ; 
The  sough  of  the  wind  ; 
The  screech  of  an  owl ; 
The  voice  of  a  bell, 
One, 

two, 

three, 

four. 

Fear  ! 

The  gloom  ! 
Sad  faces  ; 

Spirits  ; 

Clammy  ghosts  with  living  eyes, 
And  ghastly  teeth. 

Indecision  ! 

The  friendly  bed  ! 

The  warmth  and  safety  of  the  sheets  ! 
Back  again,  Oh  Joy  ! 
Cover  the  head  ! 
Fold  the  arms  ! 

Draw  up  the  knees  ! 

Sleep ! 


THE   HEART   OF   THE   TOWN 

(With  apologies  to  my  Jriend,  Miss  D.  Eardley-Wilmot) 

WHEN  the  day  has  been  weary  and  long 

And  the  sun  has  gone  over  the  hill, 
When  the  sky  in  the  West  calls  the  weary  to  rest 

And  the  wheel  has  been  stopped  in  the  mill, 
Then  I  wander  alone  in  the  woods, 

Where  the  leaves  are  all  golden  and  brown, 
And  the  fever  and  fret  of  the  world  I  forget 

Far  away  from  ihe  heart  of  the  town. 

When  the  nightingale  sings  in  the  dark 

And  I  lie  on  the  sweet-scented  grass, 
Far  away  from  the  strife  and  the  turmoil  of  life, 

I  regret  that  the  moments  should  pass  ; 
But  the  day  will  be  dawning  again, 

When  a  man  to  his  work  must  go  down, 
So  I  rise  with  a  sigh  from  the  place  where  I  lie 

And  return  to  the  Heart  of  the  Town. 
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THE   BREAKING    OF   THE    NEST 

"  A  thought  has  come  to  me,  shall  I  express  it  ? 

It  vexes  me,  '  Why  did  I  leave  the  nest  ?  ' 
To  you  my  dearest  friend,  I  now  address  it, 

In  hopes  that  you  may  set  my  mind  at  rest. 
For  I  was  such  a  homebird,  and  the  yearning 

To  travel  far  and  other  lands  explore 
Was  absent  from  my  nature,  and  the  learning 

That  comes  from  books  and  men  I  sought 
And  craved,  nor  asked  for  more." 

"  Why  did  you  leave  the  nest  ?  "     My  lad,  be  tranquil  I 

You  cannot  know  the  greatness  of  your  soul 
Or  evermore,  to  God,  would  you  be  thankful 

For  leading  you  from  half  into  the  whole  ; 
You  left  the  nest,  as  in  some  sunny  garden 

Some  fragrant  flower,  with  no  room  for  its  root 
And  too  much  sunshine  for  its  head,  can't  harden 

Into   the  sturdy  banian,  yielding  shade  and  luscious 
fruit. 

You  left  the  nest  your  nature  to  develop, 

You  were  a  homebird,  Yes,  but  it  is  true 
Your  Mother  Nature  seems  your  spirit  to  envelop 

And  lead  you  out  to  what  is  best  for  you  : 
You  left  the  nest,  I  know  'twas  hard  to  sever 

The  ties  that  bind,  and  ever  walk  alone, 
You  left  the  nest,  not  for  a  day — for  ever  ; 

For  soon  the  mother-bird  who  loves  you  will  herself 
have  flown. 
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MY   HEART'S   DESIRE 

GOD  has  been  very  kind  to  me. 

His  patience  I  cannot  tire, 
He  hasn't  withheld  a  gift  from  me, 

Not  even  my  heart's  desire. 

Many  a  man  has  a  twilight  dream 

Of  what  he  would  wish  to  be, 
Mine  was  the  dream  of  a  girl  to  love 

Who  would  in  return  love  me. 

Many  a  time  had  I  wished  to  lie, 
Like  a  bird  in  its  mother's  nest, 

And  pillow  my  head  in  the  raven  hair 
Of  a  girl  with  a  snow-white  breast. 

A  girl  who  would  love  to  be  pure  and  true, 
A  girl  who  would  know  no  fear 

But  cling  to  me  in  a  trustful  way 
And  know  how  to  shed  a  tear. 

And  often  I  longed  for  a  secret  place 
Where  together  we  two  might  go, 

Forgetting  the  strife  in  the  world  of  men 
And  the  things  that  harrow  us  so. 
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Where  the  winds  should  whisper  a  song  of  love 

And  the  passionate  flames  suspire 
As  1  folded  against  my  throbbing  breast 

The  thing  of  my  heart's  desire. 

Where  the  dawn  should  awaken  the  birds  from  sleep 

And  the  sun,  with  its  rays  of  gold, 
Would  paint  the  hills  in  the  amber  light 

Of  a  day  that  never  grows  old. 

O,  many  a  man  has  a  twilight  dream 

Of  what  he  would  wish  to  be, 
But  I  had  the  dream  of  a  girl  to  love 

And  the  girl  was  given  to  me. 


ETERNAL  LOVE 

Alas  !  my  dear,  dost  thou  not  know 

That  this  can  never  be  ? 
I  cannot  give  thee  back  thy  heart, 
Though  'tis  thy  wish  that  we  should  part, 
For  in  thine  eyes  where  tear-drops  start 

Mine  image  still  I  see. 

That  thou  dost  love  me  still,  I  know, 

And  if  I  set  thee  free, 
This  soul  of  mine,  no  longer  thine, 
Would  yet  within  its  heart  enshrine 
Thy  form,  with  attributes  divine, 

And  live  alone  for  thee. 

Thou  art  my  love  and  thou  hast  been 

And  thou  shalt  ever  be, 
As  long  as  here  our  lot  be  cast, 
Even  when  this  changing  world  be  past, 
Thou  shalt  belong  to  me  at  last 

And  I  belong  to  thee. 
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PARTED 

SHOULD  I  see  thee  not  again 

Till  eternal  morning  break, 

If  I  touch  thy  slumber  then 

Thou  shalt  wake, 
Should  I  see  thee  never  more 

Let  our  parting  now  be  sweet, 
There  upon  the  farther  shore 
We  shall  meet. 

In  the  days  that  now  are  past, 

With  this  hope  have  I  been  blest, 
That  within  thine  arms  at  last 

I  may  rest. 

If  I  whisper  not  my  love 
In  its  fulness  ere  I  go, 
Dearest,  when  we  meet  above 
Thou  shalt  know. 


LOVE-LOST 

WHO  lulled  me  to  slumber  but  you  ? 

With  the  touch  of  your  hair  on  my  lips, 

Did  your  fingers  not  press, 

In  a  loving  caress, 
On  my  eyelids,  a  kiss,  with  their  tips  ? 

Who  drove  away  sorrow  but  you  ? 
With  embraces  responding  to  mine, 
Did  your  arms  never  ache 
And  your  heart  never  break 

When  you  made  all  my  Calvary  thine  ? 

Who  cared  to  be  near  me  but  you  ? 
With  your  bosom  a  haven  from  stress, 
Did  you  never  once  deem 
In  some  glowing  day-dream 
There  were  others  would  love  you  no  less  ? 
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And  who  really  loved  me  but  you  ? 

With  the  promise  you  made  me  that  day, 

When  you  said  '  I  will  wed 

When  the  Summer  be  dead ' 
Did  you  not  see  the  God's  feet  of  clay  ? 

Alas  !    And  who  left  me  but  you  ? 
With  indifference  cold  on  your  cheek, 

Do  you  think  it  was  fair 

Leaving  me  in  despair 
When  you  found  I  was  foolish  and  weak  ? 


THE   STILL   SMALL   VOICE 

GOLD  in  the  grey  and  sun  amid'  the  shadows, 
Hark  !    Tis  a  voice 

From  out  the  darkest  deep, 
Peace  to  my  soul  it  speaks 

And  bids  me  waken 
From  out  the  night, 

From  out  the  land  of  sleep  : 
It  is  the  voice, 

The  voice  of  my  beloved, 
Calling  across  the  weary  span  of  years, 

Bidding  me  love  and  live 

For  cares  and  sorrows 
Dim  not  the  joys 

Beyond  the  mist  of  tears. 

Storm  clouds  abound, 

'Tis  raining  on  my  windows, 
Sky  overcast  and  it  is  dark  above, 

Hark  to  the  voice  ! 

It  bids  me  banish  sadness, 
Tells  of  the  day, 

When  all  is  light  and  love  : 
Sun  in  the  West 

As  yesterday  was  waning 
Set  in  a  sky  of  unbeclouded  gold, 

Till  soft  the  voice  came  with  the  thunder 

rolling 
And  brought  me  peace 

And  solace  as  of  old. 
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Still  is  my  heart 

Its  accents  faintly  ringing, 
Charm  by  their  sound 

All  life's  dull  cares  away, 
Bright  is  the  dawn 

And  death  is  now  far  distant, 
Live  I  for  love 

And  love  is  here  to-day  : 
Winds  of  the  wood, 

Where  lily-bells  are  calling, 
High  on  thy  breeze 

Let  stormy  clouds  be  borne, 
Kiss  with  thy  breath 

The  lips  of  my  beloved, 
Bear  her  to  me 

And  love  shall  crown  the  morn  ! 


REJECTED 

WHEN  I  think  of  a.  past  that  is  dead, 

Long  buried  in  tears, 
That  blinded  me  when  they  were  shed 

For  the  sorrowful  years, 
And  the  rose  that  was  torn  from  the  tree 

Ere  yet  it  was  born, 
And  the  thorn  that  was  given  to  me 

When  you  left  me  forlorn, 
Then  I  lie  on  this  passionless  grass 

Where  it  waves  in  the  wind, 
And  I  long  for  the  shadow  to  pass 

For  I  know  I  have  sinned. 

When  I  think  of  a  present  so  drear 

That  I  scarcely  can  see 
What  hope  theie  remains  for  me  here 

To  be  ever  with  thee, 
Then  I  long  for  the  grave  and  the  night 

To  fall  over  my  tomb, 
For  without  thee  no  moment  is  bright 

And  I  welcome  my  doom. 
With  thee  any  path  could  I  tread, 

Any  trial  essay, 
But  how  I  now  wish  myself  dead 

Since  you  turned  me  away. 
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When  I  think  of  the  future  so  fair 

Had  I  spent  it  with  thee, 
(All  the  soft  little  waves  of  your  hair 

Have  a  memory  for  me) 
When  I  think  of  the  life  I  could  live 

Had  I  made  thee  my  bride, 
And  the  love  I  was  ready  to  give 

To  have  thee  by  my  side, 
All  the  future  and  present  and  past 

Are  locked  up  in  a  cell 
Of  the  brain  that  is  turned  by  the  blast 

Of  an  abdicant's  Hell. 


CHARITY 

LIVE  not  the  Snobbish  life,  as  if  in  meeting 

The  folk  that  we  call  friends,  from  day  to  day, 
It  did  not  matter  much  how  strained  our  greeting, 

As  if  it  mattered  not  the  words  we  say. 
Remember  that  the  cheery  word  unspoken, 

That  leapt  our  lips  and  lightened  up  our  eyes, 
May  much  have  helped  to  raise  a  brother  broken 

Or  helped  suppress  some  sister's  bitter  sighs. 
It  does  not  help  to  lighten  life  and  labour 

To  snub  and  snarl  and  snap  where'er  we  go, 
Why  we  should  smile  and  condescend  to  neighbour 

And  aye  be  sweet,  well,  p'raps 
In  Heaven  we'll  know. 


FRIEND    OF    MINE 

DEAR  friend  of  mine, 

We  started  out  together 
And  many  moons 

Have  seen  we  wax  and  wane, 
As  hand  in  hand 

In  fair  or  stormy  weather 
We  faced  the  sun 

And  heeded  not  the  rain. 
But  now  we  part, 

Perhaps  we  part  for  ever, 
Your  hearty  grip 

May  greet  me  nevermore, 
And  ah  !     Tis  hard 

For  life-long  friends  to  sever, 
When  eyes  with  tears  are  wet 

And  hearts  are  sore. 

But,  friend  of  mine, 

Thou  knowest  how  I  love  thee, 
Have  loved  thee 

In  the  golden  and  the  grey, 
And  God, 

Who  keeps  eternal  watch  above  thee, 
May  speed  thee  safely 

Back  to  me  some  day. 
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Of  all  thy  joys 

I  ever  have  partaken, 
Together  we  have  tramped 

For  many  a  mile, 
And  now  you  go, 

Here  I  remain, — forsaken, 
To*  tread  the  trail 

In  loneliness  awhile. 

So,  fare-thee-well, 

True  hearts  are  not  divided 
By  mountains  vast 

Or  seas  of  raging  foam, 
Our  souls  are  one 

By  friendship  long  decided, 
Though  we,  apart, 

Complete  the  journey  home. 
And,  friend  of  mine, 

When  dews  of  death  are  falling 
Like  rain, 

Upon  that  snowy  brow  of  thine. 
Across  the  chasm 

Thou  shalt  hear  me  calling 
If  I  win  home  before  thee, 

Friend  of  mine. 


TO    ENID 

In  her  autograph  book 

SHALL  I  compare  thee  with  the  lovely  flower 

That  nods  its  head  against  my  window  pane  ? 
Or  shall  I  say  that  thou  art  like  the  shower 

Of  petals,  when  the  rose  is  on  the  wane  ? 
Ah,  no !  for  thou  art  dearer  far  to  me 

Than  any  blushing  rose  or  lily  bell 
And  fairer  thou  than  any  flower  I  see  ; 

I  tremble  to  approach  thy  citadel. 
But  when  the  day  has  come  for  me  to  tell 

The  secrets  of  this  glowing  heart  of  mine, 
Methinks  thou  could'st  not  love  me  then  so  well 

As  I  now  love  one  raven  lock  of  thine. 
And  if  in  love  perchance  thou  com'st  to  me 

Then  I  shall  die  with  very  ecstasy. 


THE  roses  peeping  round  the  door, 
Two  merry  babes  upon  the  floor, 
Two  arms  that  ache  for  my  embrace, 
Two  lips  that  kiss  my  wrinkled  face, 
Two  eyes,  at  eventide,  that  greet 
With  smiles  and  tears  my  wearied  feet, 
Two  ears  that  catch  my  faintest  call, 
A  little  man,  a  baby  doll, 
Three  hearts  that  beat  for  me  alone, 
A  cosy  chair,  a  bright  hearthstone, 
A  sweet  caress,  an  evening  prayer, 
Four  little  feet  upon  the  stair, 
A  closing  out  of  care  and  strife, 
A  shutting  in  of  love  and  life, 
An  hour  of  rest,  a  comrade  true, 
A  pipe  of  peace  and  then — adieu. 
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EVE 

SHE  cried,  her  big  tears  falling  down 
Upon  my  arms  wherein  she  lay  ; 

Though  robed  in  a  Parisian  gown 
She  was  my  baby  girl  that  day. 

She  smiled,  when  I  exhausted  went 
From  daily  toil  to  rest  again, 

Where  I  so  many  hours  had  spent, 
Upon  her  breast  ; — my  mother  then. 

She  loved  and  lo  !  with  passion's  fire 
She  pressed  a  kiss  upon  my  brow, 

With  glowing,  wholesome,  hot  desire 
Proclaimed  herself  my  mistress  now. 

She  nursed,  a  baby  lies  at  rest 
Upon  her  lap,  a  baby  white 

That  came  from  God  at  my  behest, 
Behold  she  is  my  wife  to-night. 
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EXPERIENCE 

YES,  my  lad,  'tis  good  to  be 
Heart-whole  and  fancy-free, 
To  know  no  care,  to  feel  no  pain, 
To  rise  when  felled  and  fight  again  ; 
To  join  in  games  of  merriment, 
Releasing  energies  up-pent, 
And  doing  all  one  feels  inclined 
With  not  a  care  upon  one's  mind, 
I  do  agree,  'tis  fine  to  be 
Young  and  strong  and  fancy-free. 

But  ah  !  my  lad,  'tis  better  still 
To  bend  to  someone  else's  will 
And  feel  the  soul-enthralling  bliss 
Of  love's  first  sacramental  kiss, 
To  know  no  joy  that  can  compare 
With  that  which  you  and  someone  share, 
And  give  yourself  without  reserve 
The  will  of  someone  else  to  serve, 
Tis  better  far  than  being  free 
To  know  love's  own  sweet  slavery. 
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GOOD-BYE 

WHEN  I  leave  thee,  my  beloved, 

Shed  no  tears  for  me  ; 
Well  thou  knowest,  my  beloved, 

All  the  love  I  bear  to  thee. 
Think  not  then  that  I  forget  thee 

Though  I  leave  thy  side, 
I  return  some  day,  my  dearest, 

Thou  shalt  be  my  happy  bride. 

When  I  kiss  thee,  my  beloved. 

Let  me  see  thee  smile, 
Oui  farewell  is  not  for  ever 

'Tis  but  for  a  little  while. 
That  thou  carest  for  me,  dearest, 

I  am  glad  to  know, 
God  be  with  thee,  my  beloved, 

For  He  knows  I  need  thee  so. 


HAD   WE   NOT   MET 

HAD  we  not  met,  there  had  not  been  the  pleasure 

That  thrilled  our  souls  with  ecstasy  and  joy, 
We  had  not  gained  of  life  its  fullest  measure 

And  tasted  of  the  sweets  that  never  cloy. 
We  two  had  known  an  incomplete  existence, 

An  aching  void  within  our  hearts,  and  yet 
We  had  not  seen  those  shadows  in  the  distance 

And  suffered  as  we  do,  had  we  not  met. 

Had  we  not  met,  we  had  not  felt  the  passion 

Consuming  now  our  spirits  like  a  fire, 
Had  not  embraced  in  such  abandoned  fashion 

And  known  the  throbbing  hunger  of  desire. 
We  two  had  walked  apart,  deep  love  unknowing, 

Our  kiss  had  not  been  poignant  with  regret, 
We  had  not  known  the  sorrow  of  love's  going 

And  shed  such  bitter  tears,  had  we  not  met. 

Had  we  not  met,  love,  there  had  been  no  parting, 

No  tears  to  shed,  no  bitterness,  no  woe, 
No  leaving  off  since  there  had  been  no  starting, 

How  could  we  miss  the  thing  we  did  not  know  ? 
My  art  had  taken  all  my  strong  endeavour, 

Your  feet  in  pleasant  byways  had  been  set, 
Of  pain  and  passion  we  had  tasted  never 

And  life  had  been  a  song,  had  we  not  met. 
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But,  love,  we  met,  and  lo  !  complete  surrender 

Has  brought  a  store  of  sorrows  in  its  train, 
Yet  since  we  two  have  feasted  of  love's  splendour 

Should  not  we  gladly  do  it  o'er  again  ? 
Ah,  yes,  although  our  hearts  are  torn  asunder 

And  now  we  part,  we  shall  not  have  the  fret 
Of  calling  life  a  fateless  tragic  blunder, 

As  we  two  should  have  done,  had  we  not  met. 


THE   BETTER   WAY 

LIVE  not  the  sordid  life,  rise  in  the  glory 

Of  dreamy  worlds,  above  the  things  of  earth, 
He  had  ideals,  he  kept  them,  is  the  story 

Of  many  a  "  gentle  "-man  of  lowly  birth. 
Take  courage  then  and  upward  look  to-morrow, 

If't  be  to-day  thy  soul  is  in  despair, 
Let  not  thoughts  of  unchastity  and  sorrow 

Creep  in  to  stain  a  soul  both  clean  and  fair ; 
And  looking  upward,  let  thine  honour  guide  thee, 

Do  nothing  mean  or  small,  keep  thyself  pure, 
Then  thou  shalt  know  that  whatsoe'er  betide  thee 

Thy  heritage  is  great  and  heaven  sure. 
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TO    MISS    MARIE    CORELLI 
On  her  Birthday 

How  crude  this  common  world  must  seem  to  thee 
Whose  eyes  have  gazed  upon  the  field  of  flowers 
Called  Ardath,  and  whose  heart  hath  talked  for  hours 
With  Him  who  toiled  the  steeps  of  Calvary. 
Methinks  that  thou,  in  days  as  yet  to  be, 
Shall  rule  in  spheres  beyond  our  mortal  ken 
A  queen,  and  hosts  of  God's  own  gentlemen 
Will  humbly,  at  thy  rising,  bow  1he  knee. 
For  thou  hast  lived  in  other  worlds  than  this 
And  thou  hast  moved  in  heavenly  courts  above, 
Hast  learned  the  mystic  silences  of  love 
And  felt  upon  thy  lips  an  angel's  kiss. 
And  I,  who  know  and  love  fchee,  dare  to  say 
I  wish  thee  health  on  this  thy  natal  day. 
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JEALOUSY 
HE: 

DID  someone  gaze  into  those  two  dark  eyes 

That  hold  me  now  in  such  a  blissful  thrall 
And  deem  those  rose-red  lips  of  thine  a  prize 

When  soon  the  childish  chrysalis  should  fall 
And  thou  should'st  stand  a  woman  ?    Did  he  yearn 

To  teach  thee  love's  own  language  ?     Was  he  strong 
And  young  and  fair  ?     Did'st  thou  not  wish  to  learn 

And  for  love's  first  sweet  kiss  did'st  thou  not  long  ? 

SHE: 

Did  someone  gaze  into  those  eyes  of  blue 

Through  which  thy  soul  has  gripped  this  soul  of  mine 
And  holds  it  now  so  vice-like  ?     Tell  me  true, 

Did  no  one  ever  kiss  those  lips  of  thine  ? 
Not  that  I  wish  to  have  a  shattered  dream, 

I  could  not  happy  be  if  thou  should'st  say 
That  mirrored  in  thine  eyes  long  since  was  seen 

A  fairer  face  than  they  reflect  to-day. 

TOGETHER  : 

Yes,  someone  gazed  into  these  eyes  before 

But  saw  no  light,  the  soul  was  sound  asleep  ; 
And  now  that  it  has  waked,  for  evermore 

But  one  may  tune  its  diapason  deep. 
And  thou,  Beloved,  art  the  one  who  can, 

Thou,  thou,  alone  hast  caused  the  stars  to  shine, 
For  all  this  holy  ecstasy  began 

When  first  thy  tender  lips  were  laid  on  mine. 
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VIOLETS 

ROSES,  your  beauty  can't  enhance 
The  memory  of  a  dead  romance 
That  in  this  little  room  besets 
The  fragrance  of  the  violets. 

Roses,  you  breathe  of  passion  born, 
Of  haughty  loveliness  and  scorn, 
But  these  sweet  flowers  of  purple  hue 
Speak  of  a  love  that  once  I  knew. 

Roses,  no  pleasure  give  at  all 
Compared  with  violets,  frail  and  small, 
That  wake  within  me  at  one  glance 
The  memory  of  a  dead  romance. 
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TRAPPED 

I  AM  no  longer  my  own, 

I  have  given  my  soul  to  her, 
The  sweet  little  dark-haired  maid 

With  the  laughing  eyes 
And  the  kissing  lips 

That  shape  themselves  so  easily 

To  say  "  I  love  you." 

She  has  got  every  part  of  me, 

This  child  whom  I  hardly  know, 
And  yet  I  seem  to  have  always  known 

The  toss  of  her  head 
And  the  shape  of  her  throat 

And  when  I  stoop  to  kiss  her  cheek 
A  warm  sweet  scent  of  familiar  flowers, 

The  very  breath  of  her, 
Is  strangely  fragrant  of  a  woman's  breast 

And  a  child 
Drawing  the  life-blood  of  the  mother. 
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I  am  no  longer  myself, 

I  am  merged  into  something  divine, 
Something  so  subtle  and  fine 

That  it  cannot  be  I,  but  she 
The  mistress  and  mother  of  me, 

Who  has  purchased  my  soul  with  a  kiss  : 
Betrayed  ?     When  I  once  was  so  free 

And  strong  as  a  lion  is  strong  ? 
Alas  !     I  am  full  of  desire 

And  weak  as  a  babe  in  a  storm, 
And  she  with  her  passionate  lips 

Has  stolen  my  heart  and  my  soul. 

What  will  she  do  with  me  ? 

I  am  caught  in  the  toils  of  her  hair  ; 
I  am  naught  now  to  anyone  save  her  ; 

Will  she  use  me  as  I  did  a  toy 
And  cast  me  aside  when  I'm  old  ? 

WTill  she  break  me  and  stifle  my  soul  ? 
Will  she  deem  me  a  moment's  caprice  ? 

Or  instead  will  she  make  me  a  part 
Of  all  that  she  li ves  for  and  loves  ? 

I  am  bound  by  a  tress  of  her  hair, 
God  !    Am  I  caught  in  a  snare  ? 


THE   WEARY   WAITING 

THERE'S  an  end  to  all  the  toiling  of  the  day, 

There's  a  cease  to  all  the  fever  and  the  fret, 
There's  a  shelter  from  the  storm  across  the  bay 

And  a  sleep  in  which  the  troubled  may  forget ; 
But  ah  !  the  weary  waiting  and  the  pain, 

The  struggle  and  the  sorrow  and  the  stress, 
When  one  can  see  no  rainbow  in  the  rain 

And  find  no  solace  for  life's  bitterness  ! 


Ranza 
Love  in  the  Northland 


NOTE   ON   "  RANZA  " 

If  the  language  in  "  Ranza  "  is  somewhat  coarse, 
and  the  expressions  unusual  in  a  book  in  which  also 
appear  religious  verses,  I  can  only  justify  this  by  stating 
that  there  has  never  been  a  poem  or  romance  oj  Western 
life,  which  really  gripped  the  reader  with  its  virility  and 
reality,  that  did  not  contain  expressions  which,  though 
crude,  and  perhaps  objectionable,  could  hardly  have 
been  omitted  if  the  poem  or  romance  was  to  be  true  to  life. 

W.  S.  S. 


RANZA 

LOVE    IN  THE   NORTHLAND 

Say,  Pard !     I  must  leave  you  to-morrow 

And  cut  out  theatres  and  wine ; 
I've  just  had  a  letter  from  Darrow 

About  that  'ere  gold-stake  o'  mine, 
'E  ses  I  must  hike  for  Seattle 

An'  leave  all  this  sensual  show, 
So,  'ave  a  smoke,  don't  get  the  nettle, 

An',  darn  ye,  shut  up.    I  must  go. 
For  'e  was  my  pal  up  in  Dawson, 

As  white  as  the  breed  of  a  ewe, 
There  was  'im  and  another  chap,  Clawson, 

An'  'e  was  a  good  feller  too. 

We  three  were  all  pards  on  the  level 
And  each  for  the  other  would  die. 

An'  together  we  wrought  like  the  Devil, 
For  each  'ad  a  'and  in  the  pie. 
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We  staked  a  good  claim  on  Bonanza, 

An'  made  a  fine  pile  in  a  year, 
But  the  Lord  made  a  woman  called  Ranza, 

Tis  of  'er  I  would  like  ye  to  hear. 
For  woman's  the  bone  of  contention 

As  caused  us  dogs  all  the  row, 
Not  but  what,  if  I  might  make  a  mention, 

I  should  like  to  see  Ranza  'ere  now. 

Well,  she  came,  did  our  Ranza,  behind  us, 

When  the  Yukon  was  painted  in  red  ; 
Mind,  I  don't  say  she  set  out  to  find  us, 

For,  bless  ye,  we  found  her  instead. 
We  found  her  in  Mick  Mclldoonie's, 

One  night  we  was  'avin'  a  spree  ; 
While  dancin'  and  singin'  like  loonies, 

In  came  'ard  luck  Ginger  Magee  : 
Magee  with  a  face  like  a  washout, 

Magee  who  was  aye  on  the  bum, 
An'  stan'in'  there  tearin'  his  'stache  out, 

He  muttered  '  Great  Glory  !     She's  come  ! ' 

All  roarin'  and  shakin'  with  laughter, 

We  questioned  Magee  what  he  meant, 
An'  then  about  five  minutes  after 

The  blood  to  our  temples  was  sent, 
For  there  in  the  door  stood  a  woman 

With  a  face  like  no  other  I've  seen, 
And  a  figure ! — my  word,  it  was  stunnin', 

The  carriage  and  poise  of  a  queen ! 
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I  stood  there,  my  hands  in  my  pockets, 

My  jaw  dropped  a  fathom  at  least 
An'  my  eyes  shot  way  out  in  their  sockets 

The  way  a  boy's  do  at  a  feast, 
When  I  saw  this  fair  woman  of  thirty 

Step  in  with  a  musical  laugh 
To  the  midst  of  the  din  and  the  dirty, 

Takin'  part  in  the  ill-natured  chaff. 

'Come,  boys,  'ave  a  rum,  or  a  lemon  ' 

She  says,  as  she  stepped  to  the  bar. 
Which  made  me  just  grin  like  a  demon, 

For  the  words  from  'er  lips  seemed  ter  jar. 
But  the  boys  didn't  need  second  biddin', 

They  rushed  to  the  bottles,  like  swine, 
Yet  I  wondered  if  she  wor'  just  kiddin' 

To  hide  up  some  feelin'  more  fine  ; 
I  was  right,  for  when  big  hefty  Clawson 

Caught  hold  of  her  elbow,  like  this, 
I  knew  all  the  gold-muck  in  Dawson 

Couldn't  buy  her  caress  or  'er  kiss, 
For  she  gave  'im  a  look  that  was  killin' 

An'  'e  dropped  'er  again  like  a  sod, 
When  she  said  'To  one  man  I  am  willin', 

But  not  to  a  number,  by  God !  ' 

Now  Magee,  'im  I  spoke  of,  was  married, 

His  wife  she  was  in  Illinois, 
But  the  plans  of  'is  life  'ad  miscarried 

An'  now  'e  was  one  of  the  boys. 
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He  sure  had  an  eye  for  a  woman, 

And  now  that  our  Ranza  was  'ere, 
He  sat  there,  his  fingers  a'  drummin' 

The  table,  an'  drinkin'  'is  beer. 
An'  Darrow,  my  friend  as  is  writin', 

He  too  sat  a'  watchin'  the  game, 
Just  to  see  if  there'd  be  any  nghtin', 

While  the  moths  were  all  flirtin'  the  flame. 

These  two  and  myself  seemed  to  reckon 

That  Ranza  was  none  of  the  sort 
As  oggle,  and  cuddle,  and  beckon, 

Then  go  home  with  some  drunken  old  sport. 
So  we  waited,  a'  watching  each  other, 

Till  Ranza  caught  sight  of  the  three, 
Then  gazing  from  one  to  the  other 

At  last  'er  eyes  lit  on  Magee. 

By  George  !     I  could  see  that  she  knew  him. 

She  shook  like  a  leaf  on  the  snow, 
'Er  eyes  they  went  over  and  through  him 

An'  the  smile  from  'er  lips  seemed  to  go. 
Her  glass,  that  M'cLusky  was  fillin', 

She  crushed  in  'er  hand  like  a  vice 
Till  it  broke,  and  the  claret  went  spillin' 

All  over  the  floor  in  a  trice. 
'An'  now  wot  the  'ell,'  says  Mulveny, 

'Jest  look  at  the  wine  ye  have  lost, 
M'cLusky  !     Stump  up  every  penny  ! 

For,  dam  ye,  ye  know  what  it  cost/ 


RANZA  83 

But  Ranza,  in  trouble,  was  thinkin' 

No  longer  of  whisky  or  men, 
Twas  blood  of  'er  heart  she  was  drinkin', 

Say,  pard,  you'd  have  pitied  'er  then  ! 

Then  up  leapt  Magee  at  the  table, 

An'  over  to  Ranza  he  came, 
An'  snortin'  for  all  he  was  able, 

He  called  'er  a  'orrible  name  : 
But  Darrow,  God  bless  ye,  was  ready 

To  guzzle  Magee  like  a  hound, 
And  though  neither  sober  nor  steady, 

Was  up  like  a  cork  with  a  bound. 
'Gol  darn  ye,  ye  son  of  a  heathen, 

Take  back  what  you  said  to  'er  now !  ' 
Mulveny  and  Clawson  were  see  thin', 

I  knew  there  would  soon  be  a  row. 
'  Boys,  give  me  a  moment,'  said  Ranza, 

I  too  made  an  effort  to  shout, 
'  Look  'ere,  we're  all  white  in  Bonanza 

An'  Magee  has  a  grievance  no  doubt.' 

But,  the  devils,  they  wanted  a  muruei, 

Magee  was  soon  covered  with  gore, 
An'  Darrow  yelled  through  the  disorder, 

'  Why  the  'ell  did  ye  call  her  ?'...'  No  more  !  * 
Ses  I,  seein'  Ranza  in  action, 

She'd  picked  up  a  bottle  of  port 
An'  turnin'  in  Darrow's  direction 

Said,  '  Teach  him  I'm  none  of  that  sort  ; 
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But  don't,  if  you  please,  try  to  throttle 

Magee  till  he's  lying  here  dead, 
For  then  I  shall  smash  this  wine-bottle 

On  top  of  your  elegant  head ! ' 
Magee  was  already  excusin' 

His  language  and  takin'  it  back, 
The  blood  from  his  temple  was  oosin' 

An'  runnin'  down  over  his  neck, 
Pooi  Ranza  at  once  started  cryin' 

An'  dropped  with  'er  knees  on  the  floor 
Supposin'  that  Ginger  was  dyin', 

Then  somebody  opened  the  door. 

A  stranger,  who  gazin'  at  Ranza 

As  she  knelt  by  the  side  of  Magee, 
'  I've  searched  through  the  whole  of  Bonanza 

An'  at  last  I've  found  ye,'  said  'e. 
An'  then,  after  wettin'  'is  whistle, 

Continues,  '  Ye  whimperin'  thing, 
Is  this  'ow  ye're  makin'  things  'ustle  ? 

Is  this  'ow  ye're  larnin'  to  sing  ? 
Git  up  an'  come  with  me  this  minute, 

You'll  work  for  you're  livin'  to-night,' 
'  Indeed,  I  was  goin'  to  begin  it,' 

Said  Ranza,  in  terrible  fright. 
Magee  'ad  begun  to  recover, 

He  looked  at  the  stranger  an'  said, 
4  Who  the  'ell  are  ye  ?     'Er  lover  ?  ' 

The  stranger  jest  nodded  'is  'ead. 
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'  'Ere  goes/  says  Magee,  an'  'e  rises, 

Revolvers  flash  out  left  and  right, 
'Twas  one  of  the  greatest  surprises 

When  'e  whispers  to  Ranza,  '  'Old  tight ! 
Mulveny,  look  after  the  ladies, 

An'  Flanigan,  cover  that  knife, 
Till  I  send  this  old  bounder  to  Hades, 

For  this  woman  'ere  is  my  wife.' 

I  admit  it  was  'ard  to  believe  it, 

But  Magee  was  in  earnest  we  knew, 
The  stranger  ?     'Ow  did  'e  receive  it  ? 

Why,  bless  ye,  'e  nearly  turned  blue. 
'E  shuffled  about  like  a  kitten, 

An'  then  'e  jest  managed  to  say, 
'  I'm  thinkin'  as  I  have  been  bitten, 

For,  'onest,  I  thought  she  was  gay.' 

'  My  wife  ?  '  roars  Magee  like  a  trumpet, 

Now  'oo  ever  'eard  of  the  like  ? 
My  Ranza  !     Ye  thought  'er  a  strumpet  ? 

Look  'ere,  there's  the  door  to  you,  Hike  !' 
'  Aw,  not  till  she  pays  what  she  owes  me,' 

The  stranger  'ad  conquered  'is  fear, 
'  Just  ask  'er,  she  bloomin'  well  knows  me, 

'Twas  I  'oo  escorted  'er  'ere.' 
'  You  did  but  I  came  on  a  mission,' 

Said  Ranza,  ignorin'  Magee, 
'  I  alone  can  explain  the  position, 

So  all  of  you  listen  to  me.' 
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'  I  married  Magee  in  October, 

Just  three  years  ago  in  the  fall, 
When  I  married  Magee  'e  was  sober, 

'E  didn't  touch  whisky  at  all  ; 
But  one  day  'e  wasn't  in  fettle, 

An'  drank  till  'e  scarcely  could  see, 
Then  boarded  the  boat  at  Seattle, 

All  this  unbeknowin'  to  me, 
I  searched  for  'im  till  last  September, 

Just  wandering  backwards  an'  forth, 
Then  somebody  seemed  to  remember 

That  'e  ad  been  seen  in  the  North. 

So  I  wanted  to  come  very  badly, 

But  I  'adn't  the  money  to  pay, 
This  man  came  along,  an'  I  gladly 

Gave  in,  when  'e  opened  the  way. 
'  Far  north  in  Bonanza  direction,' 

Says  'e,  '  There's  a  beautiful  bar 
That's  badly  in  need  of  attraction, 

An'  you'd  make  it  a  bloomin'  bazaar. 
Say  yes,  an'  I'll  foot  the  bill,  'oney, 

Ye  can  journey  along  at  yer  ease,' 
Says  I,  '  Well,  I'll  take  yer  darned  money, 

But  don't  '  honey  '  me,  if  you  please  !  ' 

'  Together  we  sailed  from  Vancouver, 
I  kept  to  my  cabin,  of  course, 

'E  took  to  the  boose  for  a  soother. 
An'  lived  like  a  blackguard  an'  worse. 
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We  stopped  for  an  hour  at  Port  Wrangell, 

An'  landed  at  last  at  Juneau 
Where  'e  bought  me  an  Indian  bangle 

An'  coaxed  me  to  act  like  a  squaw. 
Just  fearin'  that  somethin'  would  'appen, 

I  lived  for  a  while  at  Port  Haines  ; 
Then  one  night  I  caught  'im  a'nappin' 

An'  started  to  puzzle  my  brains 
As  to  'ow  I  could  get  to  Bonanza 

Without  'is  assistance  at  ?11  ; 
For  there  ain't  no  mosquitoes  on  Ranza, 

An'  she  knows  a  back  door  from  a  wall : 
Well,  I  managed  to  come  with  a  party 

That  left  on  the  fourteenth  of  June, 
That's  all,  'ere  I  am,  'ale  an'  'earty, 

In  Mick  Mclldoonie's  saloon.' 

We  all  stood  there  quietly  thinkin', 

Mulveny  'ad  dropped  off  to  sleep, 
The  stranger  was  constantly  drinkin', 

Magee  looked  as  sad  as  a  sheep, 
'  My  Ranza,  forgive  me,'  'e  mumbled, 

'  I'm  sorry  I  left  you  behind,' 
Then  everything  seemed  to  get  jumbled, 

It's  'ard  to  recall  it  to  mind. 
'Twas  one  of  the  'ussies,  Miss  Sclater, 

Who  sprang  like  a  cat  at  Magee, 
An'  yelled,  'Ow,  ye  while-livered  traitor. 

Now  why  did  ye  play  it  on  me  ?  ' 
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Then,  Ranza  knew  wot  'ad  been  doin', 

She  uttered  a  terrible  scream, 
This  'arlot  'er  man  'ad  been  wooin'  ! 

What  followed  is  all  like  a  dream. 
Such  shouting  and  shooting  and  cursin', 

No  mortal  could  possibly  tell, 
I  question  if  it  could  be  worse  in 

The  place  they  refer  to  as  'ell. 
The  lights  were  put  out  with  a  shooter, 

Then  somebody  fell  on  the  floor, 
I  caught  'old  of  Ranza  and  put  'er, 

Behind  the  old  wine-cellar  door. 

Ye  never  saw  anything  like  it, 

Not  even  a  cinema  show. 
The  stranger  'ad  started  to  hike  it 

But  'e  'ardly  knew  which  way  to  go 
For  several  started  to  catch  'im, 

They  circled  'im  round  in  a  ring, 
An'  when  they  endeavoured  to  fetch  'im 

He  yelled  'Am  I  goin'  to  swing  ?  ' 
For  there,  on  an  improvised  stretcher 

Lay  Ranza's  beloved  in  pain, 
An'  I  ran  in  a  hurry  to  fetch  'er, 

Lest  she  shouldn't  see  'im  again; 
She  came,  an'  she  knelt  down  beside  'im, 

A  spectacle  sorry  to  see, 
The  stranger  they  took  an'  they  tied^'im 

Against  a  tall  cotton  wood  tree. 
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The  man  on  the  stretcher  was  dyin', 

Poor  Ranza  was  'oldin'  'is  'ead, 
'Twas  awful  to  listen  her  cryin',  .  .  . 

But  when  she  left  off  'e  was  dead. 

So  Magee  goes  light  out  of  the  story, 

An'  the  stranger  steps  into  'is  shoes, 
An'  'e  'as  to  give  Ranza  the  glory 

Foi  savin'  'is  'ead  from  the  noose  : 
Our  Ranza  was  ever  forgivin', 

'  'E  did  me  a  good  turn,'  says  she, 
'  When  'e  'elped  me  to  work  for  my  livin', 

An'  'elped  me  to  collar  Magee. 
So  boys,  let  'im  go,  just  to  please  me, 

'E'll  sure  go  to  'ell  if  you  don't. 
Though  'e  never  did  nothin'  but  tease  me, 

I'll  loose  'im  myself,  if  you  wont.' 
'  What's  that  ? '  yells  out  Darrow/  You'll  loose  'ira? 

The  beggar  that  riddles  Magee  ! 
Well,  ye  can,  if  you're  wantin'  ter  choose  'im, 

But  I'm  wishin'  just  now  you'd  choose  me/ 

She  burst  in  hysterics  of  laughin', 

'  It's  'is  soul  I'm  a'wantin'  to  save, 
For  Magee  will  soon  be  in  'is  coffin, 

An'  my  love  will  be  deep  in  'is  grave. 
To  let  'im  'ave  peace  with  'is  Maker, 

I'm  askin'  for  this  piker's  life, 
But  Ranza  wants  no  one  to  take  'er, 

She's  only  a  second-' and  wife.' 
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Of  course  we  were  itchin'  to  love  'er, 

She  looked  such  a  loveable  gel, 
Miss  Sclater  says,  '  I'd  like  to  shove  'er, 

Straight  into  an  oven  in  'ell.' 
Mulveny  went  over  an'  carried, 

Poor  Ranza  back  into  the  pub. 
An'  then  we  got  busy  an'  buried, 

Magee  in  a  sort  of  a  tub. 
The  stranger  was  hikin'  for  Dawson, 

An'  clearin'  for  all  'e  was  worth  ; 
An'  Darrow  was  sayin'  to  Clawson, 

'  We  sure  'ave  some  times  in  the  North .' 

But  it's  ten,  so  I'll  'ave  to  be  goin', 

I  leave  for  Seattle  at  two, 
What  ?  The  remainder  you'd  like  to  be  knowin'  ? 

Then,  bless  me,  I'll  tell  it  to  you. 

Another  six  months  in  Bonanza, 

An'  we  who  'ad  shares  in  the  mine, 
Were  all  bein'  cared  for  by  Ranza, 

An',  by  golly,  she  did  for  us  fine. 
We  three  'ad  our  eye  on  the  lady, 

We  loved  'er,  I  bet  you  my  life, 
But  we  never  did  anything  shady 

Though  each  of  us  wanted  a  wife. 
One  day  we  were  delvin'  and  diggin' 

For  gold,  in  a  coppery  vein, 
Big  Clawson  was  pechin'  and  piggin' 

An'  cursin'  and  damnin'  the  rain, 
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When  sudden  he  hit  on  a  nugget, 

The  size  of  an  elephant's  egg  ; 
We  stood  by  an'  laughed  as  'e  dug  it, 

For  we  treated  it  all  as  a  gag. 
But  Clawson  knew  what  'e  was  doin', 

'E  says,  '  Boys,  you  bet  on  its  worth, 
For  soon  both  of  you  will  be  vooin' 

The  real  Koh-i-noor  of  the  North.' 
By  George,  we  were  awful  delighted 

As  we  'andled  the  beautiful  ore, 
An'  Darrow,  all  red  an'  excited, 

Says,  '  Dig,  for  there's  sure  to  be  more.' 

We  dug  an'  we  sluiced  an'  we  riddled, 

We  came  on  the  money  in  chunks. 
Says  Clawson,  '  Bonanza  is  diddled, 

We've  put  it  on  all  of  the  skunks 
For  'ere  at  our  feet  is  a  treasure 

I  wouldn't  to  Klondyke  compare, 
It's  women,  it's  wine,  an'  its  pleasure, 

Shake  'ands,  I'm  a  dam  millionaire.' 
We  ran  with  the  news  to  the  kitchen, 

Fell  in  like  a  bloomin'  cow-moose, 
Where  Ranza  was  carefully  stitchin' 

The  guts  of  a  gulJified  goose, 
'  It's  'appened  at  last,  we've  found  it,' 

Yells  Darrow,  in  terrible  glee, 
4  An'  once  Dan  the  Sheriff  'as  bound  it, 

We'll  chuck  it  an'  go  on  the  spree.' 
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*  Wat's  'appened?'  says  Ranza,  in  wonder. 
An'  let  the  goose  fall  on  the  floor, 

'  Why,  gold ! '  bellows  Clawson,  like   thunder, 
'  So  ye  needn't  cook  geese  any  more.' 

That  evenin'  big  Clawson  an'  Darrow 

An'  I,  in  the  Unicorn  bar, 
Sat  jawin'  an'  drownin'  our  sorrow 

An'  'itchin'  our  'orse  to  a  star. 
We  dreamt  of  the  lights  of  the  city, 

Recallin'  the  old  days  to  mind, 
We  all  of  us  thought  it  a  pity 

To  go  an'  leave  Ranza  behind. 
'  It's  not  that  I'm  wantin'  to    top  'er,' 

Says  Darrow,  withdrawin'  a  cork, 
'  But  you  see  it  would  'ardly  be  proper 

By  the  time  that  we  got  to  Noo  York. 
So  what  do  ye  say  to  a  weddin'  ? 

Let  one  of  us  marry  the  gel, 
An'  then  there'll  be  no  fear  of  treadin' 

On  somebody's  mocassins.' — Well, 
We  didn't  know  what  she'd  be  sayjn,' 

We  were  none  of  us  willin'  to  ask, 
An'  each  in  'is  stomach  was  prayin,' 

The  other  would  venture  the  task. 

We  compromised ;  all  went  together, 
Big  Clawson  an'  Darrow  an'  me, 

All  lookin'  as  poor  as  the  weather, 
'  Which  one  will  ye  marry  ?  '  said  we. 
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'  Which  one  will  I  marry  ?  '  said  Ranza: 

'  Why   boys    what  'as  'appened  at  all  ? 
Sure    it's  known  all  over  Bonanza, 

That  Ranza's  in  love  with  ye  all. 
If  one  I  should  take  as  a  master. 

He'?  just  'ave  a  third  of  a  wife 
It  doesn't  tie  love  any  faster 

To  marry,  I'll  bet  you  my  life.' 
We  tried  all  the  arts  of  persuasion, 

She  gave  a  good  ear  to  our  plea 
Then  said  '  Boys,  on  such  an  occasion, 

I'm  thinkin'  a  lot  of  Magee. 
For  'e  'ad  the  ways  of  a  poet 

When  Ranza  'e  started  to  woo, 
But  'ow  was  a  poor  gel  to  know  it 

That  'e  was  a  bit  of  a  roue  ? 
Once  stung,  I  am  not  just  so  willin' 

To  do  it  all  over  again  ; 
It's  the  '  after  the  weddin'  is  killin', 

Its  monotony  gives  one  the  pain. 
Forgive  me,  I'm  not  very  grateful. 

Perhaps  I  am  viewin'  it  wrong ; 
But  marriages  always  are  fateful, 

You  never  know  what  comes  along. 
I'd  rather  continue  my  drainin' 

The  slops  of  the  scullery  for  you, 
Than  'ave  an'  old  'usband  complainin' 

Of  things,  till  'is  language  was  blue.' 
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So  'ere  was  a  'ell  of  a  puzzle, 

A  woman,  three  men,  an'  a  mine  ; 
We  tried  to  unravel  the  tussle 

Once  more,  with  a  bottle  of  wine. 
We  sat  up  all  night  in  the  cabin, 

Before  an  idea  was  found, 
Some'ow  between  gasin'  an'  gabin' 

We  decided  that  Darrow's  was  sound. 
'  I'll  give  'alf  my  share  in  Bonanza,' 

Said  'e,  '  An'  a  thousand  in  gold, 
To  'elp  make  things  decent  for  Ranza 

Somewhere  far  away  fiom  the  cold.' 
'  I  too  gives  my  'alf  '  says  big  Clawson, 

'  An'  I,'  says  meself,  with  a  swear, 
'  Will  give  all  my  claim  at  Lake  Dawson 

If  Ranza  will  take  it, — so  there  ! ' 
We  settled  the  thing  in  a  'uny, 

An'  I  was  to  act  chaperon 
An'  take  Ranza  quick  to  Port  Murray 

Before  the  last  steamer  'ad  flown. 
Though  I  wasn't  out  for  the  honour, 

The  others  dogmatically  said, 
'  Go  now  !     Put  the  kudos  upon  'er, 

An'  never  you  bother  your  'ead  !  ' 
So  I  went  an'  talked  gently  to  Ranza, 

An'  soon  she  was  ready  to  go 
Far  away  from  the  wilds  of  Bonanza, 

To  the  land  where  they  never  saw  snow. 
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The  partin'  was  biim-ful  of  sorrow, 

The  boys  gathered  round  in  a  ring, 
*  Perhaps  we  shall  see  ye,'  says  Darrow, 

'  When  we  go  for  our  spree  in  the  Spring. 
Big  Clawson  says  '  Farewell,  ma  honey,' 

The  others  wept  buckets  of  tears, 
An'  I,  with  a  cart-load  of  money, 

Says  '  hike  '  to  the  lazy  old  steers. 
We  followed  the  trail  to  Lake  Teslin 

An'  there  we  encamped  for  the  night  ; 
I  dreamt  that  a  bear  I  was  wrestlin' 

An'  sent  Ranza  into  a  fright. 

Next  day  we  were  freely  perspirin' 

With  thought  of  the  'orrible  past, 
An'  just  as  the  bullocks  were  tirin', 

We  entered  Port  Murray  at  last. 
I  escorted  'er  unto  the  steamer, 

An'  that's  where  I  seemed  to  go  wrong  { 
I  was  always  a  bit  of  a  dreamer, 

An'  yet  I  'ave  always  been  strong 
But  I  didn't  know  'ow  I  was  feelin', 

I  reckon  that  I  was  insane, 
Or  else  I  was  guilty  of  stealin' 

Some  other  man's  'ard-gotten  gain. 
You  see,  I  'ad  come  from  Bonanza 

Intendin'  to  'uny  back  soon ; 
Instead  I  was  sailiri  with  Ranza, 

South-bound  in  a  floatiri  saloon. 
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To  come  to  the  end  of  the  story, 

I  married  the  gel  on  the  ship, 
An'  the  parson  who  gave  us  the  glory 

Was  up  on  a  'oneymoon  trip. 
I  just  couldn't  see  'er  departin', 

Alone  to  the  bright  city  life, 
So  as  soon  as  the  steamer  was  startin' 

I  said  '  Dear,  will  you  be  my  wife  ?  ' 
Said  Ranza  '  I  will,'  an'  I  vaulted 

Right  over  the  shelter-deck  rail, 
An'  'ad  I  considered  an'  'alted 

I  wouldn't  be  tellin'  the  tale. 
I  wrote  to  the  boys  in  Bonanza, 

An'  said  I  was  sorry  to  tell, 
That  now  I  was  married  to  Ranza 

They  would  probably  send  me  to  'ell. 
They  didn't,— they  sent  us  a  present, 

An'  said  they'd  look  after  the  mine 
Until  I  'ad  feasted  on  pheasant 

An'  come  back,  if  I  should  so  incline. 
That's  nine  months  ago  very  nearly, 

An'  now  I  am  leavin'  again, 
For,  ye  see,  I  love  them  very  dearly, 

Those  two  'ardy  primitive  men. 
Ranza?     She's  down  with  'ei  mother, 

She  said  it  was  too  far  to  go, 
She  might  come  some  time  or  another 

To  see  'ow  the  buffaloes  grow. 
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But,  look  !    There's  a  boy  with  a  letter, 

A  telegram  !     Is  it  for  me  ? 
My  Ranza  was  ill !     Is  she  better  ? 

Jerusalem  !     What  can  it  be  ? 
Excuse  me,  I'll  go  an'  receive  it 

An'  then  I'm  afraid  I  must  run — 
•  •  •  • 

Hey  !     Pardner  !     Say,  would  ye  believe  it  ? 

My  Ranza,  old  cock,  'as  a  son  ! 


War 


DE    PROFUNDIS 

"  Forgive  us  our  trespasses, 
Deliver  its  jrom  evil." 

ETERNAL  God  !    These  isles  of  green 
That  lie  within  the  Northern  seas 

Thyself  hast  made,  and  Guardian  been 
To  keep  their  standards  in  the  breeze. 

Their  fields,  like  every  twilight  land, 
Reflect  the  shadow  of  Thy  face 

And  Thy  benign  and  awful  hand 
In  all  we  have  and  are,  we  trace. 

Thy  chosen  race,  to  lead  to  power, 
The  creatures  of  Thy  sovereign  will, 

We  seek  Thee  in  our  darkest  hour 
That  we  Thy  purpose  may  fulfill. 

For  now,  on  guard,  upon  the  shore 
We  meet  the  Minotaur  of  War, 

Alas  !     That  we  should  know  no  more 
The  love  that  leaves  the  door  ajar. 
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The  dove  of  Peace  is  long  since  dead, 
The  thorns  encircle  England's  brow ; 

To  blood  we  turn  the  tears  we  shed, 
To  swords  convert  the  scythe  and  plough. 

Our  seed  in  Turkish  ground  is  sown 
Some  mother  is  bereaved  to-day, 

Her  babe  lies  'neath  the  stars  alone, 
His  face  towards  the  blood-stained  clay. 

And  one  who  went  with  smiling  face 
Now  lies  in  silence,  cold  and  pale, 

A  cross  to  mark  his  resting  place 
Within  some  sepulchral  vale. 

While  far  away  the  fields  of  France 
Are  sodden  with  the  blood  of  men ; 

Our  war-steeds  forth  to  battle  prance 
Then  riderless  return  again. 

So  unto  Thee  we  raise  our  cries, 
In  vain  we  strive  our  fears  to  still, 

Nor  can  we  break  the  stony  skies, 
We  can  but  curse,  and  cry,  and  kill. 

For  children  fret  and  women  wait, 

With  eyes,  once  lovelit,  dark  with  pain  ; 

While  in  their  homes,  now  desolate, 
They  kiss  the  image  of  their  slain. 
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And  ghosts  of  dead  who  used  to  dwell 

In  palace,  hovel,  prison,  pen, 
Creep  back  to  friends  they  loved  so  well 

Or  walk  in  silence  through  the  glen. 

Yet  still  we  boast  with  conscious  pride 
That  round  the  world  our  nets  are  cast, 

But  when  shall  mothers'  tears  be  dried  ? 
How  soon  Gethsemane  be  past  ? 

Pale  Christ !    We  crucify  again 

Thy  body,  on  a  Belgian  tree  ; 
For  all  that  Thou  hast  done  for  men 

This  only  have  we  done  for  Thee. 

What  profit  now  we  rule  the  waves  ? 

How  great  the  triumph  we  have  won 
When  it  has  cost  a  million  graves 

And  every  inch  of  earth  a  son  ? 

Forgive,  Great  God  !     Our  heavy  cross 
Is  more  than  flesh  and  blood  can  bear, 

We  share  with  foes  a  common  loss, 
But  eat  the  ashes  of  despair. 

The  eyes  that  bleed,  the  hearts  that  break. 
The  graves  upon  that  farther  shore, 

The  wounds  that  speak,  the  souls  that  ache, 
Entreat  that  War  may  come  no  more. 
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A  childless  mother  cries  to  Thee, 

'Tis  thorn-crowned  England,  torn  and  bled, 
Who  stands  on  top  of  Calvary, 

And  weeps  above  her  nameless  dead. 

She  probes,  with  thought,  the  mystic  deep 
Of  all  this  carnage  in  the  world, 

To  know  Thy  will,  if  she  may  keep 
The  scarlet  flag  of  War  unfurled. 

Do  not  her  dreadnoughts  cast  out  fear  ? 

Why  then  have  walls  of  steel  been  built  ? 
Nor  blood-stained  banners  dry  the  tear  ? 

Why  then  the  blood  of  heroes  spilt  ? 

We  see  the  veil  that  Jesus  rent 

As  seamless  as  it  was  before  ; 
And  our  poor  energies  are  spent 

In  beating  at  a  closed  door. 

To  dark  has  turned  the  light  of  day, 
We  have  no  language  but  a  cry  ; 

We  fall  upon  our  knees  to  pray, 
Then  fall  upon  a  sword  and  die. 

Beneath  the  peaceful  moon's  eclipse, 
The  cup  of  wormwood  and  of  gall 

We  raise  towards  our  bleeding  lips 
And,  art  Thou  silent,  drink  it  all. 


"  Thy  will  be  done  on  earth  as  it  is  in  Heaven." 


THE  PARTING 

DEAR  little  love,  don't  fret, 
'Tis  best  that  I  should  go, 
At  the  Empire's  call, 
To  stand  or  fall 
Against  this  treacherous  foe. 
You  know  I  sha'n't  forget, 
So,  dear  little  love,  don't  fret. 

Dear  little  eyes,  don't  weep, 
It  fills  my  soul  with  pain 
To  see  you  cry 
For,  look  !  the  sky 
Has  a  rainbow  in  the  rain 
And  Death  is  only  sleep, 
So,  dear  little  eyes,  don't  weep. 

Dear  little  heart,  don't  break, 
For  should  the  Fates  decree 
That  I  no  more 
See  England's  shore 
Then  truly  say  of  me 
I  died  for  England's  sake 
And,  dear  little  heart,  don't  break. 

105 


IMPERIAL    PRAYER 

GOD  save  our  Gracious  King, 
This  is  the  prayer  we  bring 
To  Thee,  who  set  the  King 

Upon  his  throne  ; 
Grant  unto  him  Thy  grace, 
Shine  on  him  with  Thy  face, 
That  in  his  rule  we  trace 

Marks  of  Thine  own. 

In  majesty  and  might 

Grant  that  his  reign  be  bright 

And  only  to  the  right 

He  ever  cling  ; 
So  that  his  people  may 
Still  with  assurance  say 
Thou  hearest,  when  they  pray, 

God  save  the  King. 

Voices  from  strand  to  strand 
Pray  for  the  Motherland, 
That  she  be  strong  to  stand 

While  kingdoms  wane  ; 
Thy  will  to  us  make  known, 
Still  be  Thy  favour  shown, 
One  crown,  one  King,  one  throne, 

Let  us  retain. 
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Thou  God  of  Battles  great, 
In  all  affairs  of  State 
We  on  Thy  counsels  wait, 

Our  faith  inciease  ; 
And  as  this  bloody  war 
Rends  Empire  near  and  far, 
Grant  that  our  Morning  star 

Arise  in  peace. 

O  Saviour  of  the  World, 
Let  strife  without  be  hurled, 
Love's  banner  be  unfurled 

The  whole  earth  o'er  ; 
Then  shall  an  anthem  ring 
As  all  the  Nations  sing 
Thine  advent  welcoming 

From  shore  to  shore. 

For  King  and  Empire,  we 

Humbly  petition  Thee, 

That  Thou  their  Guardian  be 

Lest  they  should  fall : 
Our  hopes  on  Thee  depend, 
Unto  our  prayer  attend 
As  say  we  in  the  end 

God  save  us  all. 


CAROLS 

THIS  the  song  the  angels  sing, 

"  Peace  on  earth,  Goodwill  to  men," 

Round  the  world  its  echoes  ring 
Till  it  finds  response  again, 

In  some  killing  left  undone, 

In  some  bloodless  conflict  won, 

In  some  rusty  unused  gun, 
"  Peace  on  earth,  Goodwill  to  men." 

This  the  song  the  demons  sing, 

"  Hell  on  earth  and  Death  to  men," 
Round  the  world  its  echoes  ring, 

Till  it-  finds  response  again, 
In  some  girl — outraged  and  killed, 
In  some  mother's  shrieking  stilled, 
In  some  valley  blood-corpse  filled, 
"  Hell  on  earth  and  Death  to  men." 
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BROTHER  0'   MINE. 
(Jim,  killed  at  Gallipoli,  1915). 

You  went  with  the  first  when  you  heard  the  call, 

Brother  o'  mine, 
Straight  to  the  battleground,  stand  or  fall, 

Brother  o'  mine, 
Aye,  ready  and  willing  to  give  your  all, 

Brother  o'  mine. 

You  died  on  the  field  when  the  sun  was  low, 

Brother  o'  mine, 
Not  one  of  us  near  you  who  loved  you  so, 

Brother  o'  mine, 
O,  say  if  at  last  it  was  hard  to  go, 

Brother  o'  mine. 

Thine  arm  was  as  strong  as  thy  soul  was  brave, 

Brother  o'  mine, 
No  thought  ever  moved  thee  thy  life  to  save, 

Brother  o'  mine, 
But, — where,  O  where  is  thy  lonely  grave  ? 

Brother  o'  mine. 

And  I  may  never  see  thee  more, 

Brother  o'  mine, 
Till  I,  too,  reach  that  farther  shore, 

Brother  o'  mine, 
Farewell,  farewell, — my  heart  is  sore, 

Brother  o'  mine. 
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HER   CROSS. 

I  HEARD  you  sing, 

Twos  when  you  were  in  love 
And  he,  in  khaki  clad,  was  standing  there, 
His  fingers  'mid  the  tresses  of  your  hair, 
From  where  I  sat  within  the  room  above 
I  heard  you  sing. 

I  heard  you  weep, 

'Twas  when  an  envelope 
You  got,  and  said  "  No  answer  "  in  reply, 
And  then  was  wafted  up  to  me  the  cry 
Of  sad  farewell  to  life  and  love  and  hope, 
I  heard  you  weep. 
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WHERE   THE  CHILDREN   USED  TO   PLAY 

WHERE  the  children  used  to  play, 

In  the  harvest  fields  of  gold 
And  a  carnival  high  hold 

At  the  breaking  of  \he  day  ; 
Merry  lads  and  lasses  too 

Gaily  sang  a  roundelay 
And  the  sky  was  ever  blue 

Where  the  children  used  to  play. 

Where  the  children  used  to  play, 

Now,  alas  !  the  skies  are  dark 
And  the  many  corpses  stark 

Lie  above  the  blood-stained  clay  ; 
No  more  peace  and  love  and  joy, 

War  has  puts  the  toys  away  : 
Side  by  side  lie  girl  and  boy 

Where  the  children  used  to  play. 
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A  PRAYER  FOR  THE  WOMEN 

OUR  Father  God,  who  strength  in  weakness  art, 

In  suffring  long, 
Sustain  the  women  in  their  sorrow 

Make  them  strong. 

Give  comfort  to  the  anguish  of  their  hearts 

Now  sad  and  sore, 
And  visions  of  the  day  when  War 

Shall  come  no  more. 

Grant  unto  Mothers  who  have  sons  in  battle 

Faith  sublime, 
And  send  their  loved  ones  back  again 

In  Thine  own  time. 

Help  those  who  have  a  struggle  to  maintain 

Their  little  home. 
And  hear  the  prayers  that  rise  for  them 

Across  the  foam. 

Keep  from  the  children's  souls  the  bitter  sting 

Of  death  and  pain, 
And  grant  that  soon  they  see  their  daddies 

Home  again. 
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And  she  who  wanders  up  and  down  the  aisles 

Of  ceaseless  strife, 
The  sister  of  the  wounded  soldier, 

Be  her  life. 

That  she,  alert,  responsive  to  the  cry 

Of  all  who  fall, 
May  also  be  a  mother  unto  those 

Who  cannot  call. 

A  source  of  comfort  when  this  sunshine  world 

Is  growing  dark, 
An  angel-guide  to  all  who  for 

"  The  West  "  embark. 
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PAL    OF  MINE 

PAL  of  mine,  as  now  you  leave  me 

For  some  distant  clouded  land, 
Let  us  say  we  meet  to-morrow 

I  shall  clasp  your  friendly  hand  ; 
We  shall  fight  or  fall  together, 

Live  for  love  and  love  to  live 
And  in  weak  despairing  moments 

Strength  unto  the  other  give. 

Pal  of  mine,  I  have  been  happy 

To  have  had  you  as  my  friend, 
I  had  hoped  to  walk  beside  you 

To  the  journey's  farthest  end  ; 
Through  the  sunshine  and  the  shadow, 

Through  the  laughter  and  the  tears, 
But  we  part,  alas  !  and  parting 

Say  Goodbye,  perchance  for  years. 

Pal  of  mine,  when  I  am  lonely 

I  shall  think  of  you  afar, 
And  throughout  the  long  night-watches 

Often  wonder  where  you  are  : 
And  should  death  our  two  lives  sever 

One  shall  wait,  and  one  shall  weep 
Till  he  lie  beside  the  other 

'Neath  the  meadow-grass  asleep. 
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AS  I   BREAKFAST 
(In  9,  Panton  Street,  Cumbridge). 

PAST  my  window,  there  they  go  ! 
Oad  in  robes  as  white  as  snow, 
Nuns  with  hearts  as  pure  as  pearls 
Walking  with  the  Convent  girls  ; 
Taking  them  to  early  Mass 
At  the  Chapel,  as  they  pass 
Oft'  I  wonder  who  they  are 
And  what  they  think  about  the  war! 
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HER   ROSARY 

Ax  close  of  day 

I  kneel  to  pray, 

Dear  God,  that  Thou  wilt  give  to  me 

Not  what  I  most  desire  or  see, 

But  just  the  strength  from  day  to  day 

Some  cheery  helpful  word  to  say  ; 

To  sit  and  sew  and  sometimes  sing 

And  do  the  ordinary  thing, 

For  this  I  pray 

At  close  of  day. 

I  do  not  know 

How  soon  I  go 

In  answer  to  Thy  welcome  call, 

But  grant  that  whatsoe'er  befall 

My  baby  may  be  safe  from  harm 

And  strengthen  too  the  strong  right  arm 

Of  him,  my  husband,  at  the  war 

And  leave  Thy  door  of  love  ajar, 

Lest  he  should  go, 

And  I  not  know. 
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If  Thou  art  near, 

I  do  not  fear 

But  dust  and  sweep  and  bake  the  bread 

As  if  my  man  were  safe  in  bed, 

And  in  my  duties  try  to  find 

Contentedness  and  peace  of  mind, 

And  when  the  loneliness  I  feel, 

With  baby  in  my  arms,  I  kneel 

And  do  not  fear, 

Since  Thou  art  near. 

My  prayer  is  weak, 

I  cannot  speak 

The  thoughts  that  would  expression  find, 

But  then  Thou  art  so  good  and  kind 

That  when  I  start  to  make  a  prayer 

I  feel  Thy  breath  upon  my  hair 

And  peace  for  all  that  is  amiss 

Comes  with  Thy  benedictive  kiss 

Upon  my  cheek 

And  all  I  seek 

Is  grace  that  I  aright  may  live, 

So  please,  dear  God, 

Forgive,  forgive  ! 


THE    OLD    SWORD 

I  LOVED  you  when 

You  were  a  tiny  maid 
Of  Summers  ten, 

You  were  so  much  afraid 
To  touch  again 

My  grand-sire's  trusty  blade, 
I  loved  you  then. 

I  love  you  now, 

For  fastened  at  my  side, 
In  solemn  vow 

T'avenge  the  host  that  died, 
My  sword, — think  how 

You  place  it  there  with  pride  I 
I  love  you  now. 

I  shall  love  you 

When  I  am  lying  cold 
And  stars  of  blue, 

As  clouds  the  night  enfold, 
Come  shining  through 

Upon  the  sword  I  hold, 
I  shall  love  you. 
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"SOMEWHERE    IN    FRANCE" 

DEAR  hands,  that  fondled  lovingly  my  hair 

And  used  to  look  so  strong  and  brown  and  bold  ; 

Warm  hands,  that  guarded  me  from  every  care, 
How  cold — cold. 

Sweet  lips,  that  used  so  laughingly  to  cry, 

"  Come  here,  you  madcap,  till  I  say  good-night " 

Red  lips,  that  pressed  mine  in  a  fond  good-bye, 
Now  white — white. 

Big  eyes,  that  turned  on  me  a  tender  glance 
When  I  had  kissed  them  lightly  as  they  dozed  ; 

Blue  eyes,  filled  with  the  soil  of  France, 
Closed — closed. 
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Songs  of  Ulster 


DAWN  ON  THE  HILLS   OF  IRELAND 

OVER  the  Irish  hills  cometh  the  morning 

Fragrant  and  fresh  as  the  scent  of  a  flower, 
Nature,  her  garden  of  Erin  adorning, 

Waketh  the  lark  and  proclaimeth  the  hour  ; 
Moving,  like  mist  on  the  mountain,  she  lingers 

Filling  the  roses  with  tear-drops  of  dew, 
Painting  their  petals  with  deft,  airy,  fingers, 

Touching  their  tip  as  a  lover  might  do. 

In  from  the  sea  a  soft  zephyr  is  blowing, 

Rivers  are  rushing  torrential  and  free, 
Cows  in  the  meadow  where  shamrocks  are  growing 

Browse  at  the  root  of  a  tall  poplar-tree  ; 
Life  to  the  valley  is  gently  returning, 

Horses  are  breaking  their  fast  at  the  stall, 
Smoke  is  ascending  where  peat-fires  are  burning, 

Peaceful  and  calm  is  the  sky  over  all. 

See  !     In  the  glen  where  the  waters  are  meeting 

Reapers  are  harvesting  grain  for  the  mills, 
Up  with  the  dawn  for  the  Autumn  is  fleeting, 

Greeting  the  sun  on  the  top  of  the  hills. 
Hark  to  the  sound  of  the  happy  thrush  singing'! 

Hark  to  the  bleat  of  the  sheep  in  the  fold  ! 
Hark"  to  the  bells  in  the  far  away  ringing  ! 

Peace  to  the  day  !     'Tis  Nativity  tolled  ! 
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THE  CALL  OF   THE  WEST 

THE  sky  is  blue  above  me 

And  the  fields  are  white  with  corn, 
The  lark  is  singing  sweetly 

In  the  clear  air  of  the  morn, 
Soaring,  trilling,  joyous, 

With  the  dawning  of  the  day, 
In  the  beauty  of  the  sunrise 

On  the  Hills  of  Castfereagh. 
Ah  !  my  heart  is  filled  with  sadness 

While  she  tunes  her  merry  lay, 
For  I  hear  the  West  a'callin' 

And  the  West  must  have  its  way. 

Far  away  from  thee,  dear  Ireland, 

Far  across  the  mighty  sea, 
To  the  wide  and  storm-swept  prairie, 

Or  the  Rockies  grand  and  free. 
Where  the  snow-clouds  kiss  the  river 

As  it  sweeps  the  mountain  down, 
And  the  pine-trees  send  their  fragrance 

Through  the  lonely  prairie  town. 
While  the  sunset  gilds  the  evening 

Of  the  long  Canadian  day 
And  the  West  has  ceased  its  callin' 

'Cause  the  West  has  had  its  way. 
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So  farewell  then,  dear  Ireland, 

Home  of  homes  art  thou  to  me, 
God  keep  my  heart  from  breakin' 

When  I  sail  across  the  sea  ; 
Far  away  from  glens  of  Antrim, 

Far  away  from  coast  of  Down, 
Where  the  sunlight  and  the  shadow 

Paint  the  hills  a  golden  brown. 
Good-night,  Good-bye,  dear  Ireland, 

O  how  hard  it  is  to  say  ! 
But  I  hear  the  West  a'callin' 

And  the  West-call  has  its  way. 


THE   LIGHTS  OF  HOME 

AH  !    The  tender  lights  of  home 

Are  gleaming  on  the  distant  shore 
And  my  eyes  with  tears  are  filling 

For  I  ne'er  shall  see  them  more 
As  I  sail  into  the  twilight 

Of  the  ocean's  foaming  crest 
Far  away  from  gentle  Ireland 

To  the  dreary  weary  West. 

Yes,  my  eyes  with  tears  are  filling, 

I  have  said  the  last  good-bye, 
And  the  rising  moon  is  beaming 

Over  in  the  Eastern  sky. 
Fair  the  promise  of  the  morrow, 

Fair  the  future  free  from  guile, 
But  the  heart  will  ever  hunger 

For  a  sight  of  Erin's  isle. 

Lights  of  Home,  good-bye  for  ever ! 

Nought  that  I  can  say  can  tell 
All  the  love  I  bear  thee,  Ireland, 

Land  of  Green,  I  love  thee  well. 
Litcle  star-gleam  from  the  light-house 

Falls  like  silver  on  the  sea 
Till  at  last  the  moon-beams  guide  us, 

Lights  of  Home,  Good-bye  to  thee. 
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THE    VALLEY   OF  THE  LAGAN 

In  the  Valley  of  the  Lagan 

Where  I  lived  when  but  a  boy 
Where  the  feathered  songsters 

Sang  their  tuneful  lays, 
Where  as  boys  we  used  to  gather 

In  the  warm  or  windy  weather, 
Oh  the  tender  memories  of  happy  days  ! 
Where  the  sun  would  ever  shine 

On  the  waters  crystalline 
And  our  voices  echoed  back  from  every  tree, 
Where  beneath  the  summer  sky 
We  could  watch  the  swallows  fly 
And  our  gentle  native  river 

Go  meandering  to  the  sea. 

In  the  Valley  of  the  Lagan 

Where  I  lived  when  but  a  boy 
In  the  little  cabin 

Bordering  the  lea, 
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When  the  morning  sun  was  peeping 

Over  meadows  still  a'sleeping 
And  the  summer  moon 

Was  smiling  on  the  sea, 
How  I  loved  to  scale  the  ridge 

Or  stand  upon  the  bridge 
And  feel  that  I  was  monarch  there  alone  ; 
Yes,  of  all  my  life  the  best, 

Were  the  hours  that  I  possessed 
The  Valley  of  the  Lagan 

Undisputed  as  my  throne. 

In  the  Valley  of  the  Lagan 

Where  I  lived  when  but  a  boy, 
Where  I  used  to  sport  and  frolic 

Mid'  the  flowers, 
Where  well  I  do  remember 

That  from  May  until  November 
Every  rose  was  daily  washed  with 

Softest  showers  ; 
O  to  feel  the  Irish  rain  ! 

O  to  home  return  again 
To  those  scenes  of  boyhood  days 

And  childish  joy  ! 
Speed,  thou  silver-breasted  dove 

To  the  homeland,  with  my  love 
For  the  Valley  of  the  Lagan, 

Where  I  lived  when  but  a  boy. 


THE  HILLS  OF   CASTLEREAGH 

"  JUST  o'er  the  Hills  of  Castlereagh," 

How  tender  words  they  be, 
They  wake  within  my  weary  soul 

A  flood  of  memory  ; 
For  though  I've  travelled  far  abroad 

And  sailed  on  many  a  sea, 
Of  all  the  world,  how  dear  the  Hills 

Of  Castlereagh  to  me. 

Just  o'er  the  Hills  of  Castlereagh, 

A  boy,  I  used  to  go, 
Exploring  all  the  valleys  where 

The  sweet  wild  roses  grow ; 
A'stealing  softly  through  the  glen 

Where  mountain  waters  flow, 
Ah  me  !     But  I  was  happy  then, 

Alas  !     How  long  ago. 
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Just  o'er  the  Hills  of  Castlereagh, 
Life  seemed  to  youth  so  tame, 

The  whole  wide  world  was  waiting, 
There  was  wealth  and  wine  and  fame. 

"  Let  the  country  go  to  cattle 

Man  was  made  to  play  the  game." 

Hills  of  home,  O  have  compassion, 
Youth  repents  the  city's  shame. 

Just  o'er  the  Hills  of  Castlereagh, 

Within  a  cot  I  stand, 
And  neither  voice  to  greet  me, 

Nor  a  friend  to  grasp  my  hand. 

0  where  are  all  the  loved  I  left  ? 
That  happy  laughing  band. 

The  silent  tomb  re-echoes, 

"  Dust  to  dust,  and  sand  to  sand." 

Just  o'er  the  Hills  of  Castlereagh, 
When  daily  toil  is  done, 

1  homeward  plod  my  weary  way 
As  sinks  the  setting  sun, 

And  in  the  evening's  fragrant  breath 
1  kneel  me  down  and  pray, 

"  God  grant  me  rest,  in  Death,  just  o'er 
The  Hills  of  Castlereagh." 


GLENARIFF 

THE  valley,  cup-like,  full  of  mist, 

The  heathered  mountain  moon-beam  kissed, 

The  patch-work  fields,  by  low-winged  cloud 

Enveloped  in  their  nightly  shroud 

And  voices  rich  and  sweet  and  low 

That  sing  the  songs  of  long  ago 

And  birds  aloft  in  twilight  skies, 

Ah  !  these  and  these,  the  things  I  prize. 

For  this  is  Home,  yon  wind-bent  tree 
Has  some  sad  memory  for  me 
And  all  the  love  lost  manifest 
Proclaims  'tis  here  that  I  may  rest ; 
The  sorrowed  sweetness  of  the  birds, 
The  music  of  the  Saxon  words, 
The  things  that  move,  the  things  I  prize, 
Ah,  God  !     Tis  Home  !     'Tis  Paradise  ! 
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Love  and  Death 


ROSES 

PINK. 

BRIGHT  and  happy  was  the  morn' 
When  a  child  of  love  was  born, 
Baby  plump  and  fresh  and  fair, 
Silver  eyes  and  golden  hair, 
Roses  pink  I  scattered  so 
(Little  did  the  cherub  know) 
O'er  the  bed  wherein  she  lay, 
Heaven's  own  nativity  ! 
Little  eyes  began  to  blink 
First  upon  sweet  roses  pink. 

RED. 

Eighteen  summers  pass  away, 
Tis  the  virgin's  natal  day, 
Roses  red  I  now  have  brought, 
Sweet  expressions  of  my  thought, 
Standing  there  within  the  shade, 
Modest,  pensive,  little  maid, 
Clasps  my  roses  to  her  breast, 
Happy  flowers  thereon  to  rest, 
Promises  that  she  will  wed 
When  return  the  roses  red. 
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WHITE. 

Winter  winds  have  chilled  the  tree, 
Summer  brings  no  joy  for  me, 
Loved  one  sleeps  beneath  the  sod, 
Spirit  kneels  before  its  God, 
Creeping  softly  overhead 
Lest  my  feet  disturb  the  dead 
To  her  resting  place  I  go, 
She  can  deem  me  near  I  know, 
As  in  broken-hearted  plight 
Leave  I  there  some  roses  white. 


NOT  OURS 

NOT  ours  :  not  ours, 

Those  graveyard  flowers 

That  bloom  so  fair 

And  scent  the  air 

With  subtle  fragrance,  sweet  and  rare, 

But  roses  of  some  heart's  despair 

That  push  their  way  up  through  the  sod 

From  bed?  of  death  to  wave  and  nod 

Beside  the  path  where  mortals  tread 

Where're  they  come  to  mourn  the  dead, 

Those  graveyard  flowers, — not  ours. 

Not  ours  to  prune,  they  perish  soon, 
They  only  know  a  one-day  noon 
Then  fall ;  and  rising  o'  the  moon 
But  sees  a  sepulchural  heap 
Where  tired  eyes  lie  in  dreamless  sleep 
Beneath  a  shroud  of  withered  leaves 
Till  time  the  web  of  distance  weaves 
And  Christ  shall  garner  in  His  sheaves, 
Those  graveyard  flowers, — not  ours. 
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VANITY 

WHEN  I  parted  from  you  in  the  glade, 
You  were  then  but  a  maid, 

You  smiled  when  "  to-morrow  "  I  said, 
But  "  to-morrow  "  is  dead. 

When  I  covered  your  lips  in  a  kiss, 

(Little  dreaming  of  this), 
You  whispered  farewell  with  your  eyes 

Like  a  bird  when  it  dies. 

And  away  like  the  swallow  I  flew 

Over  waters  of  blue 
And  hastened  to  build  you  a  nest 

In  the  woods  o'  the  West. 

But  alas  !  with  the  passing  of  years, 
Could  I  speak  with  my  tears  ! 

I  return  on  the  crest  of  the  wave 
To  find  but  a  grave. 
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And  your  body  far  under  the  sod, 

And  your  spirit  with  God, 
And  the  face  full  of  laughter  and  mirth 

Now  cold  in  the  earth. 

So  I  with  a  heart  that  is  stone 

Am  in  sorrow  alone, 
For  who  can  the  bitterness  share 

Of  a  soul  in  despair  ? 

All  the  sweet  little  flowers  in  the  snow, 

Can  it  be  that  they  know  ? 
Have  sprung  from  the  snowy-white  breast 

Where  my  head  used  to  rest. 

And  their  buds  have  an  emerald  hue, 

Like  your  big  eyes  of  blue, 
While  the  leaves  of  the  cypress-tree  there 

Might  be  made  of  your  hair. 

What  has  mattered  the  work  of  my  life 

And  the  struggle  and  strife 
Now  I  stand  in  the  riches  of  kings 

And  the  requiem  rings  ? 

Had  not  poverty,  sorrow,  and  pain, 

Been  a  far  greater  gain  ? 
Had  not  love,  and  a  kiss,  and  a  crust 

Been  better  than  dust  ? 
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Could  I  cry  through  the  world  to  its  youth, 

"  Not  riches,  forsooth  ! 
But  Love  is  the  treasure  to  seek, 

The  jewel  unique." 

For  riches  are  not  what  they  seem, 

Wealth  is  only  a  dream, 
And  even  when  riches  have  fled 

Love's  blossoms  are  red. 

Could  I  call  back  the  days  that  are  past 

Would  our  happiness  last  ? 
Must  I  stifle  the  thought  at  its  birth 

I  had  kept  you  on  earth  ? 

But  we  parted,  Beloved,  in  the  glade, 

You  were  then  but  a  maid. 
You  smiled  when  "  to-morrow  "  I  said 

And  "  to-morrow  "  is  dead. 


REQUIESCAT 

(Madame  Isa  Moore). 

GREY  are  the  hills 

On  which  the  dawn  is  breaking, 
Dark  is  the  morn  that  follows  sleepless  night, 
How  can  one  sleep 

When  one's  own  heart  is  aching  ? 
Sad  for  the  soul  sped  homeward  in  its  flight  : 
Dead  is  the  lark 

And  'neath  the  waving  grasses, 
Wrapped  in  a  shroud,  the  lips  that  sang  of  love, 
Hushed  is  the  song, 

For  she,  the  singer,  passes 
Home  to  her  God,  to  join  the  choir  above. 

Free  from  the  world,  with  all  its  pain  and  sadness, 

Gone  to  the  land 

That  fairer  is  than  day  : 
Empty  the  hearts 

That  once  were  filled  with  gladness, 
Tears  on  the  flowers  that  wither  on  the  clay. 
Stars  in  the  blue 

To-night  will  come  a'peeping, 
Breaking  their  light  upon  the  cold,  green  sod, 

Soft  be  their  gleam 

Where  lonely  she  lies  sleeping, 
Bright  be  her  home  within  the  house  of  God. 
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Earth  in  thy  breast,  until  that  glad  to-morrow 

When  we  awake  from  out  Death's  dreamless  sleep 
All  that  was  flesh 

We  leave  with  poignant  sorrow — 
All  that  was  flesh,  for  God  her  soul  doth  keep : 

And  we  toil  on,  nor  do  we  seek  exemption 
From  any  task,  nor  do  we  pine  and  sigh  : 

But  in  the  Christ, 

In  whom  we  have  redemption, 
Bid  thee  Good-night,  beloved,  not  Good-bye. 


ON  THE    GRAVE 

THE  red  leaves  fall  upon  the  mould, 

The  birds  are  singing  cheerily, 
The  lamb  is  bleating  in  the  fold, 
The  sun  is  shining  in  the  gold, 
The  bells  of  evensong  have  tolled, 

But  I  am  sighing  wearily. 
I  loved  but  thee,  Come  back  to  me, 

I  cannot  live  without  thee,  dear, 
And  as  I  lie  forsaken  here 

I  cry  into  the  earth  to  thee. 
I  kiss  the  flowers  that  grow,  my  love, 

Upon  the  grave  wherein  thou  art, 
I  try  to  live,  but,  O,  my  love, 

How  can  I  with  a  broken  heart  ? 

The  mocking-bird  has  ceased  to  call, 

The  gentle  evening's  fragrant  breath 
No  longer  moves  the  lilies  tall, 
The  rain  has  now  begun  to  fall, 
The  night  descends  with  purple  pall, 
But  I  am  praying  now  for  death. 
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O  horrid  Death  !     0  cruel  Death  ! 

Who  stole  my  love  away  from  me, 
Have  pity  on  my  misery, 

Come,  kill  me  with  thy  icy  breath  ! 
For  since,  in  life,  thou  did'st  arrest 

The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 
Come,  clasp  me  also  to  thy  breast 

And  leave  me  not  to  pine  alone. 

The  waning  stars  in  Western  sky 

Proclaim  the  dawn  of  new-born  day, 
Yet  still  upon  the  grave  I  lie 
Where  all  night  long  I  prayed  to  die 
And  strangely  seem  my  thoughts  to  fly 

To  life  on  planets  far  away, 
Then  I  forget  what  I  have  lost 

In  contemplation  of  the  woes 
A  Universe  must  have,  -and  those 

Pale  stars,  and  suns,  and  meteors  tossed 
Like  leaves  upon  a  wind-swept  sky. 

No  sorrow  can  be  worth  its  pain. 
So  from  the  bed  of  death  I  hie 
To  learn  to  live  and  love  again. 


THE  BALLAD  OF  THE  MAD 

HE  sits,  the  Author  of  this  tale, 

Within  a  padded  cell, 
With  one  remark  would  we  preface 

What  he  has  here  to  tell  ; 
Ye  read,  herein,  of  one  who  loved 

Not  wisely,  but  too  well. 

To  His  Love. 

I  met  thee  on  a  summer  morn' 
While  yet  the  rose  was  red, 

We  looked  into  each  other's  eyes 
But  not  a  word  we  said, 

You  stood  beside  an  open  grave 
And  wept  above  the  dead. 

I  watched  thee  pass  along  the  way 

Yet  did  not  intervene 
But  let  thee  pass,  for  in  thine  eyes 

An  anguished  look  was  seen 
And  in  thine  arms  were  lilies  white, 

With  cypress  in  between. 
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To  His  Captors. 

I  searched  the  city  high  and  low, 

In  hopeless  torment  when 
I  scanned  the  faces  of  the  crowd 

And  saw  her  not  again, 
So,  in  despair,  I  spent  myself 

Out  in  the  world  of  men. 

And  once  within  the  busy  street 

I  thought  I  saw  her  face, 
I  quickly  turned  and  when  I  was 

Behind  her  but  a  pace 
I  shrank,  and  turned  away  again, 

Ashamed  of  my  disgrace. 

For  I  had  made  a  toy  of  sin 

Since  she  was  lost  tome, 
I  could  not  meet  her  eyes  again 

Lest  she  in  mine  could  see 
The  beastly  thing  I  had  become 

And  read  my  infamy. 

Then  once  again  I  seemed  to  see, 

Within  a  house  of  shame, 
A  woman-shape  like  to  my  love's, 

I,  throwing  up  the  game, 
Went  to  her  side  and  lo  !  'twas  but 

A  bawd  without  a  name. 
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And  then  within  a  charnel  house 
To  where  the  drowned  are  brought, 

The  features  of  a  suicide 

Were  like  her  own,  I  thought  ; 

So  stealing  out  into  the  night, 
A  woman's  soul  I  bought. 

But  nothing  seemed  to  satisfy, 

To  comfort  or  console, 
Since  I  had  lost  the  thing  I  loved, 

I  paid  a  bitter  toll. 
I  lost  my  strength,  my  youth,  my  pride, 

And  nearly  lost  my  soul. 

This  life  of  Hell  on  earth  I  lived, 

Until  one  day  a  friend, 
Who  hailed  me  in  the  street,  and  on 

Whose  riches  I  depend, 
Spoke  sharply  in  a  chiding  voice, 

"  Thou  fool !     It  is  the  end." 


I  wandered  to  the  river  then, 
And  in  the  waters  there, 

I  gazed  and  gazed  for  many  hours, 
In  passionless  despair. 

And  fancied  in  the  cruel  waves, 
The  ripples  of  her  hair. 
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Till  I  bethought  me  of  the  scene, 
Within  the  churchyard  grey, 

When  first  her  eyes  had  looked  in  mine 
That  fair  and  lovely  da}' 

As  she  was  standing  by  my  side 
When  I  had  nought  to  say. 

So  rising  from  the  river's  brink, 

I,  in  abjection,  moved 
Afar  from  out  the  wicked  town 

Whose  sorrows  I  had  proved, 
Towards  the  shaded  sepulchre 

Where  lay  the  thing  she  loved. 

The  night  was  bright  and  full  of  stars, 

I  found  myself  alone 
Within  the  churchyaid  cool  and  still 

Where  many  I  had  known 
Had  asked  the  world  for  bread,  and  now 

The  world  gave  them  a  stone. 

The  granite  angels  staring  down 

As  I  in  silence  crept 
Above  the  grass,  reproachful  looked 

When  on  a  rose  I  stept  ; 
At  length  I  found  the  grave  wherein 

My  loved  one's  idol  slept. 
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I  tried  to  melt  the  hardened  clay, 

I  damped  it  with  my  tears, 
I  clutched,  with  nervous  hands,  the  grass, 

I  seemed  to  dig  for  years 
And  sang  the  while  some  song  of  love, 

To  drive  away  my  fears. 

Till  lower  in  the  grave  I  got, 

And  then  it  seemed  to  me 
That  I  was  buried  there  myself 

In  mine  iniquity  ; 
So  lying  down  to  rest,  there  passed 

A  small  eternity. 

I  scraped  and  toiled  for  many  hours, 

I  worked  as  one  possessed, 
My  flesh  was  biuised,  my  hands  were  sore 

But  no  more  would  I  rest 
Until  I  had  unearthed  the  thing 

That  she  had  loved  the  best. 


At  last  I  struck  a  coffin-shape, 
A  thing  of  wood  and  lead, 

I  beat  upon  it  with  my  fists, 
I  pounded  till  they  bled 

And  anyone  above  could  hear  me 
Talking  to  the  dead. 
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"  Come  out  and  let  me  see  thy  face, 

Thy  most  unlovely  grin, 
Come  out,  for  thou  art  what  she  loved 

And  thou  hast  made  me  sin, 
Come  out,  I  say  !  "     But  all  I  heard 

Was  stones  upon  the  tin. 

For  they  kept  falling  on  the  plate 
Whereon  was  carved  a  name 

That  might  of  told  of  wantonness 
Or  might  have  told  of  fame  ; 

I  heeded  not,  to  me,  it  meant 
That  either  was  the  same. 


So  tearing  off  the  strips  of  wood 

And  doubling  back  the  lead, 
I  chuckled  low  within  myself 

That  I  had  reached  the  dead ; 
My  ringers,  underneath  the  shroud, 

Went  groping  for  the  head. 

A  slimy  worm  crept  out  below 

And  crawled  across  my  hand, 
I  flung  it,  in  disgust,  aside, 

It  crept  into  the  sand 
And  made  its  way  through  loosened  mould 

Another  corpse  to  brand. 
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"  0  happy  mortal,  when  in  life, 

I  heard  thee  laughing  loud, 
If  only  thou  could'st  see  thyself 

Wrapped  in  a  filthy  shroud 
As  this  thing  now  I  see,  perhaps, 

Thou  should'st  no  more  be  proud. 


For  this  is  what  we  must  become 
When  down  to  death  we  go, 

Eternal  is  the  law  oj  God, 
We  reap  but  what  we  sow. 

Corruption  to  corruption  comes, 
We  rot  beneath  the  snow." 


I  caught  the  thing  within  my  arms, 

I  tore  its  winding-sheet, 
An  obscene  load  of  bones  and  flesh 

Malodorous  with  the  heat  ; 
But  blind  to  all  its  loathsomeness 

I  set  it  on  its  feet. 


It  rattled  as  I  propped  it  up, 

I  sickened  with  the  slime, 
"Why.  when  they  put  us  in  the  earth 

Do  not  they  coat  with  lime 
The  box  wherein  we  lie  ?  for  then 

We  rot  in  little  time." 
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Its  arms  were  hanging  loosely  down, 

It  was  a  dreadful  sight  ; 
1  could  not  see  its  face,  I  laughed, 

And  thanked  God  for  the  night 
That  hid  the  ghastly  skeleton 

From  out  the  pale  moon's  light. 
i 

Then  climbing  on  the  broken  box, 

I  reached  the  top  again 
And  glanced  with  caution  right  and  left 

Among  the  graves  of  men, 
Before  I  dragged  the  automaton 

From  out  its  dreadful  pen. 

"  At  last !  "  I  cried,  and  in  my  glee 

I  tore  its  shroud  apart, 
"  At  last,  thou  most  unlovely  thing, 

I  find  out  what  thou  art 
And  look  on  what  she  loved  " — I  did, 

Then  sprang  back  with  a  start ! 

And  catching  on  a  grave-stone  white 

I  stood  aghast  in  awe, 
For  there  amongst  the  strands  of  hair 

The  worms  had  eaten  raw 
A  face  of  strange  jamiliar  shape  ; 

I  swooned  with  what  I  saw. 
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And  swooning  fell  upon  the  corpse, 

And  on  its  cerements 
I  lay  for  full  an  hour  beneath 

The  towering  monuments 
That  were  the  ugly  work  of  some 

Tired  hands'  experiments. 


"  0  man,  who  laughs  with  happy  heart 

And  steps  with  joyjul  tread, 
Who  comes  in  duty  now  and  then 

To  weep  above  the  dead, 
Why  give  ye  them  a  stone,  in  death, 

Who,  living,  asked  JOY  bread  ? 

Who  watched  thee  with  a  Jather's  care, 

Who  bore  thee  in  her  womb, 
Who,  so  that  thoii  should'st  live  and  love, 

Toiled  Jor  thee  at  the  loom. 
Why  gave  ye  them,  in  lije,  a  cross, 

And  flower  bedeck  their  tomb  ?  " 

When  I  returned  to  light  and  life, 

The  dawn  came  on  apace  ; 
And  holding  back  the  clammy  hair 

I  looked  upon  the  face 
Of  her,  who  once  had  been  a  thing 

Of  loveliness  and  grace. 
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It  was  the  face  of  my  beloved, 

I  did  not  doubi  it  now  ; 
The  ghastly  teeth  were  ivory  white 

And  yellow  was  the  brow 
Whereon  decay  and  fell  disease 

Had  long  begun  to  plough. 

"  O  Horrid  Death,  whose  bony  hands 

The  fairest  forms  entwine. 
And  into  dust,  from  which  they  come, 

To  dust  again  incline, 
Why  not  have  spared  my  loved  one's  life  ? 

Why  not  have  taken  mine  ?  " 

An  owl  upon  a  tree-top  tall, 

When  startled  by  my  cry, 
Went  shooting  past  me  with  a  hoot 

Towards  the  Western  sky 
And  seemed  to  ask  if  I  forgot 

The  thing  that  made  her  die. 

So  rising  up  from  where  I  lay, 

I  flung  aside  the  pall  ; 
And  scrambling  down  the  side  again 

The  sepulchuial  wall 
I  dug,  and  digging  deeper  still, 

Uneanhed  a  coffin  small. 
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A  coffin  small,  'twas  but  two  feet 

From  end  to  end,  not  more  ; 
And  on  its  lid,  a  tiny  plate 

Some  gilded  letters  bore  : 
But  knew  I  well  it  must  contain 

My  darling's  treasure  store. 

i 

So  up  from  out  the  grave  I  got, 

The  grave  I  had  denied, 
And  when  I  read  the  epitaph 

Methought  I  should  go  wild 
For  this  was  on  the  coffin  lid, 

"  My  babe,  my  nameless  child." 

Now  when  I  saw  what  I  had  done, 

No  longer  was  I  sane  ; 
I  tore  my  hair,  I  cut  my  flesh 

And  yet  I  felt  no  pain  : 
Then  listlessly  I  soon  began 

To  fill  the  grave  again. 

A  thing  of  blood  and  flesh  and  hair 

Long  'ere  my  task  was  done, 
Behind  me  in  the  Eastern  glare 

Arose  the  morning  sun  : 
An  orb,  that  made  me  wonder  why 

It  shone  on  such  an  one. 
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For  we  are  told  in  God's  great  book 

That  Evil  loves  the  dark, 
Yet  overhead  was  light  and  life, 

The  singing  of  the  lark, 
And  on  the  ground,  not  underneath, 

There  lay  the  corpses  stark. 

For  I  determined  in  my  grief, 

To  carry  them  away 
And  in  some  solitary  place 

To  watch  them  night  and  day  : 
Arresting  by  my  gentle  hands 

The  ravage  of  decay. 

So  picking  up  the  thing  I  loved, 

With  tenderness  and  care, 
I  felt  with  gladness  on  my  cheek 

The  tresses  of  her  hair : 
And  then,  on  sudden  thought,  disposed 

To  leave  the  baby  there. 

So  digging  in  the  grave   again, 

I  hid  the  little  shell 
That  in  its  little  heart  contained 

The  thing  she  loved  so  well : 
The  little  harmless,  unnamsd,  babe 

Who  sent  my  soul  to  Hell. 


THE  BALLAD  OF  THE  MAD    157 

Even  as  this  child  of  my  beloved 

Had  brought  my  soul  to  doom 
And  my  beloved  herself  had  called 

To  sleep  within  the  tomb, 
So  many  a  little  innocent 

Has  filled  the  world  with  gloom. 

With  my  dead  darling  in  my  arms, 

I  softly  stole  away 
And  crept  without  the  church-yard  gates, 

While  yet  the  morn'  was  grey, 
Where,  in  my  madness,  laid  I  down 

The  corpse,  and  knelt  to  pray. 

"  O  God,"  I  cried,  with  laughs  and  shrieks, 

"  O  God,  Who  art  above 
The  common  things  of  earth,  and  by 

Whose  hand  the  world  doth  move  : 
Why  sendest  Thou  thy  creatures  down 

To  Hell  because  they  love  ? 

Thou  wicked  jealous  unknown  thing 

Wrho  hanged  upon  a  tree 
Thine  only  Son,  Thy  dearest  love, 

Look  down  from  heaven  and  see 
What  Thou  hast  done  to  her  I  love, 

What  Thou  hast  made  of  me  !  " 
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I  raved,  I  cried,  I  stormed,  I  swore, 

I  tried  in  vain  to  tell 
This  awful  God  my  awful  thoughts, 

Until  the  churchyard  bell 
Re-echoed  through  the  silences, 

With  loud  funereal  knell. 


Then  I  arose,  my  load  uptook, 
And  winding  down  the  hill 

I  came  upon  the  place  I  sought, 
A  disused  water-mill, 

Where  never  was  there  sign  of  life 
And  all  was  calm  and  still. 


And  laying  down  my  burden  there, 

I  strode  across  the  plain, 
In  search  of  wood  to  make  a  fire, 

To  mock  the  sun  inane 
By  making  other  heat,  to  warm 

My  loved  to  life  again. 

I  found  at  last  some  strips  of  bark 

From  off  some  dying  tree, 
And  piled  upon  my  shoulders  high 

I  took  these  back  with  me, 
Then  lit  the  fire  and  watched  the  while 

My  ghostly  company. 
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And  in  the  red  glare  of  the  flames, 

Its  face  began  to  glow  : 
So  bending  down,  between  the  teeth 

My  breath  I  tried  to  blow, 
But  when  I  touched  the  hands,  I  felt 

Them  colder  than  the  snow. 


"  Come  back,  my  love,  come  back  to  life," 

I  cried  into  the  ears 
Of  her  whose  life  had  blighted  been, 

Whose  eyes  had  bled  with  tears, 
"  Come  back  to  me  and  let  us  live 

Again,  the  blasted  years." 

But  no,  the  soul  would  not  return, 

No  matter  how  I  tried 
To  bring  back  life  into  the  breast 

Of  my  unwedded  bride  : 
So  giving  up  my  hopeless  task, 

Like  a  little  child  I  cried. 

Long  time  I  wept  in  great  distress, 

The  fire  was  burning  fast, 
T  sat  in  abject  misery 

Reflecting  on  the  past 
Then  rising  up,  my  loved  one's  form, 

Into  the  fire  I  cast. 
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"  Consume,  O  fires,  this  thing  of  flesh," 
I  cried,  with  streaming  eyes, 

"  For  in  its  stony  silent  heart 
My  broken  spirit  lies, 

To  thine  avenging  funeral  flames 
I  make  this  sacrifice." 


The  beacon  blazed  and  roasted  hot, 

Whilst  I,  as  stoker,  went 
To  find  more  wood,  to  keep  alight 

The  bark  and  body  blent 
In  one  great  fiery  mass,  I  watched 

The  process  with  intent. 

I  watched  it  burn  for  many  hours, 
I  watched  it  burn  till  noon, 

And  then  just  when  I  found  myself 
In  hopes  t'would  perish  soon, 

With  fasting  long  and  much  fatigue, 
I  fell  into  a  swoon. 


I  know  not  yet  how  long  I  lay 

Upon  that  tiled  floor, 
But  when  at  last  I  woke,  the  fire 

Was  burning  there  no  more 
And  all  was  peace  and  rest,  the  moon 

Shone  through  the  open  door. 
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And  ashes  on  the  stony  ground, 

And  horrid  sickening  smell, 
Were  all  that  now  remained  there 

My  ghastly  deed  to  tell, 
Forgetting  I  was  in  a  house 

I  thought  myself  in  Hell. 

I  roused  myself  with  much  ado, 

I  knew  myself  accursed ; 
For  I  had  done  a  Hellish  deed, 

But  I  was  not  the  first  : 
Some  burn  their  love  alive,  and  fires 

Of  death  are  not  the  worst. 


For  rather  would  some  blushing  maid 

Be  laid  upon  a  spit, 
Than  subject  be  to  some  base  hound 

Whose  breath  is  scarcely  fit 
For  snorting  swine  to  breathe,  lest  they 

Be  overcome  by  it. 

I  walked  about  the  vacant  house, 

My  feet  inclined  to  lag, 
And  searching  in  a  rubbish  heap 

I  chose  a  filthy  rag, 
The  closest  thing  approaching  what 

I  vainly  sought, — a  bag. 
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"  T'will  serve  the  purpose  of  the  mind, 

T'will  do  me  well  wherein 
To  put  the  corpse  of  my  beloved, 

These  ashes  of  my  sin." 
So  stooping,  with  my  trembling  hands, 

I  scooped  the  dust  therein. 

There  was  not  much,  but  what  there  was 

I  gathered  up  with  care, 
And,  strange  to  say,  a  little  golden 

Cross  discovered  there 
Which  like  as  not  had  lain  upon 

My  loved  one's  breast  so  fair. 

Then  with  the  bag  I  left  the  house, 

Went  out  into  the  night, 
With  wearied,  heavy,  aching  feet, 

And  by  the  clear  moonlight 
Pursued  my  way  across  the  wold, 

Where  grow  the  lilies  white. 

I  went — Ah,  yes  ! — Where  did  I  go  ? 

I  know  ! — I  sought  the  stars, 
Whai  ? — Yes,  quite  close  beside  thee,  dear, 

No  longer  darkness  mars 
The  sunshine  road  to  happiness, 

•  •  •  • 

But,  why  those  iron  bars  ? 
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See  !     I  am  here,  so  fret  no  more, 

Caress  me,  I  entreat, 
Ah  !  love,  where  art  thou  now  ? — Come  back  ! 

God  !     How  those  tyrants  beat 
My  throbbing  head ! — But  what  is  this  ? 

A  bag  beneath  my  feet  ? 


DEAD    HANDS 

Two  hands  that  soothed  the  fever  from  my  brow 

And  gave  me  health, 

Could  I  but  feel  them  now  ! 
O  mother  mine,  whose  love  for  me 

Was  more  than  all  I  ever  deemed 
And  now, — 'tis  but  a  memory. 

Two  hands  I  loved  while  yet  I  was  a  boy, 

Whose  loving  touch 

Has  thrilled  my  heart  with  joy. 
O  sweetheart  mine,  I  little  knew 

Until  I  saw  you  placed  beneath  the  sod 
The  love  I  had  for  you. 

Two  baby  hands  that  round  my  fingers  met 
Their  warm  soft  clasp, 
I  seem  to  feel  it  yet. 
Child  of  my  soul,  to  ease  the  pain 

What  is  there  in  this  world  I  would  not  give 
To  have  you  back  again  ? 

But  I  am  sad  for  I  am  left  alone, — 
Alone  ! 
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GRIEF 

GIVE  over  crying, 
Let  there  be  shed 

Tears  for  the  dying, 
None  for  the  dead. 

Love  is  a  swallow, 
You  will  forget, 

Friendship  will  follow 
After  the  fret. 

Rise  !     It  is  madness 
Kneeling  to  pain, 

Laughter  and  gladness 
Cometh  again. 

Sorrow  defying, 
Hie  from  the  bed, 

Roses  are  lying 
Under  his  head. 

Give  over  crying, 
Let  there  be  shed, 

Tears  for  the  dying 
None  for  the  dead. 
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L'Envoi 


L'ENVOI 

And  when  at  last  I  lay  me  down 

And  above  me  blows  the  clover, 
Have  I  played  the  king  or  played  the  clown 

'Twill  all  be  past  and  over. 

Some  may  praise  me,  some  may  smile 

And  scoff  at  the  stone  above  me, 
But  what  care  I  ij  I  rest  awhile 

Secure  in  the  hearts  that  love  me. 

God  has  given  me  songs  to  sing 

And  given  me  friends  to  hear  them, 
Some  folk  sneer  at  everything, 

I  have  no  cause  to  fear  them. 

For  some  majestic  moonlit  night, 

The  epitaphic  raven 
Shall  perch  upon  a  tomb-stone  white, 

Whereon  these  words  are  graven : — 

"A    NOMAD    I,    WHO    LOVED    A    LASS 
AND    SHE   WAS    NOT    DENIED    ME; 

I  WROTE  HER  VERSE,  THE  TIME  TO  PASS 
UNTIL   SHE    LIES    BESIDE    ME. 

TO   THE    HUMBLEST    VOTARY    OF   ART 
I'VE    GIVEN    A    MOMENT'S    PLEASURE, 

HAVE  HAD  MY  DAY  AND  PLAYED  MY  PART 
AND    NOW    I    TAKE    MY    LEISURE," 
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